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THE LOVELY LADIES IN WHITE ACQUIESC, 
Time draws пез 
| trade mantled-s 
| for stormy Шип 
I rather would r 
long evenings 1“ 
with fireplace a 
embers are exti 
he leaps-lamb-] 
Once quietude h 


When fever is high and spirit low | andi Om win 
They are ever by your side | іы а VEL ab 
To aid your fight against the foe КУ e NS 
And comfort to provide Waiting... then 

To hold your hand to mop your brow wem E Я iy 
And make your day more bright v = m й 

То whisper yes І understand [Р Spain llac 


I never dreamed how it would be 
Within the loving care 

Of someone oh so dear to me 

My sorrows all to share 

At crack of dawn all through the day 
And on into the night 

By whom this lonely vigil is kept 
The lovely ladies in white 


The lovely ladies in white --Јапе £ 
When aches and pains assail you 1 1 

Хо matter what the nour TRAVELOGUE 
They're always there to help you | - 

With all their gifted power Today our birds were giv 


On spreading branches of 
The young were twittering 
As parents told of routes 


Though the task may be great or small 
No matter what your plight 
They never shirk from duty 


The lovely ladies in white А 
One flew to a lower limb | 


UE о dello rSv | Until all were ready to go 
To bless those weary souls ue seemed to dip his wing 
And give them courage day by day From it a feather fluttcre 
Until they reach their goals 

And when at last they've done their best 


It was a souvenir for me | 


To serve with all their might Until April days reu “аца 

God grant to them eternal rest As they will do and flowe1 

The lovely ladies in white. s TARA Sud birds тү ill = around 
--Menry A. Williams. Sr. Ма dna ERE LE, 
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BLUZ SMOKE IN THE SUNSET 


I 


BACKGROUND 


Blue smoke in tho sunset, 
The rumble of wheels on 3 trail, 
Winding through the valleys 

And up the mountain s1lonss 

Where wide-eyed doer, 

In sudden savage panic, 

Raced down the wind. 

The creaking wheels, 

The swaying, white=topped wagons, 
The smoke ascending 

From the campfire's circling flames, 
"ere but the accompaniment 
Of the caravans 
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That crept slowly vostoard. 
Stara, uneomquorable pioneers 
Pressed on toward unknown gals; 
Always moving, sometimes gay, 
Sometines with bitter hoarts, 

And eyes cast back э1опт tho trail 
Where а поў made grave 

Gleamcd yellow in the sun. 


The trail had first begun 
Across the sullen sea. 


A village grew where forest trees 
Once stocd in splendid majesty; 


And then зіу Zhrived, 
Growing larger every ая, 
With walls and roofs 
That bound and cramped 
The wild, free- spirits 
That would not be tamed. 

Then came the sager straining 

At the leash, 

The far-flung plans 

That calmly isnored the weeping women, 
Loath to leave the friends 

СГ happy childhood days. 


Across the rolling waves 

Of dark Atlantic's fearful depths 
They sailed in buoyant hope 

Of future joy in store. 

Adventurd lifted high the torch 
То light them on the way 

Beyond the rim оў far horizons. 
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Ore Ter werlid~in slfTPUS nyever, 
Lay, line so"me-2rost fairyland, 
Waiting to be exvlored. 

With backs against-the pounding sea 
They turned far. їзда, 2 

Their hearts were tuned 

To the creaking vneels, 

And to the sting of Freedom's wind 
Upon the face; 

To the lure of windins trails 
Straight into the setting sun, 

And nights beneath the stars. 


Kentucky, with its slopes 

And valleys rich with waving srassé 
With its hills of blood red clay, 
Its forests, where whine of arrow 
Sang through wavering: wisps of .smoke 
That hung above the spot 

Where rough-hewn logs had lain 

In crudest faskion 

То make а cabin попе ;: 

А home of which remained 

Only a heap of ashe 


Kentucky, with its woods, 
Its dark green forests 

Stretching to the hills; 
In a shadowed, grassy valley 
A slender lad in buckskin trousers 
Played beneath the trees 

And listened to his mother 
Аз she sang about her works 
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ИЕН 2 


MINE TEAST rs оу Не гі Ре 


ia "Were filled with raro delight,” | 
iam While dreams went marching by. 

іч With kis awkeard length | 5 
n: Sprawled on tbe puncheon floor, 

19 His somber eyes gazed broodingly 


Upon, the’ lcaping flames, 

As laboriously 

He spelicd. out the names 

Of men.zwhov had marched 

With michty tramping 

Down the trails of history. 
Long, long tbouzhts 

18 | A Sere engendered by the fire, 
| Ву the steady beat of rain 
Upon the walls of los, | 
| 

| 


Апа by the dramatic storics ; 
From the tattered: pages Я 
Of tho old and sacred Book | 
His mother loved and read 
By flickering candlelisht. 


Blue smoke-in the sunset 
As again the trail was takeni 
For Thomas Lincoln could not long remain 
Where civilization pressed 
Upon his arrant, vagrant heelse 
$ The blood of roving ancestors 
Beat a hot refrain 
Within his gypsy heart. 
I8 Liberty ваза him; 
; The hills, the streams, the woods 
А11 sang а siren's song, -] 


6 


The* Durden of that воп 
Was the unceasing lure of unknown lands, 
The magic of the wilderness 

Across the mighty, rolling waters 

Of the majestic Ohio, 

"Some to me," it seemed to say, 

"Come, and I will give you joy; 

І will give ‘you: ¢onfort 

From the weary burdens 

Life has laid upen your shoulders. 

Come to where my woods lie 

Sool and green upon the Indiana hills, 
There the streams run sparkling clear 
And man may rest his soul 

With satisfying hours 

Spent within the heart of Nature. 

Leave the life that irritates, 

That galls and chafes the eager spirit, 
Exohana2e the fetters of civilization 
For poaceful solitude." 


But with a new abode, 

New problems came to vex the soul 
Of Thomas Lincoln. Day by day | 
Не sought the peace he hoped to find | 
In wilderness and solitude, 
But always in his heart there lurked | 
The knowledge that he failed. | 
And seeking to escape the shame | 
That knowledge brought, sometimes 
He stayed away from home for days, А | 
Unwilling to meet the glance | 
ОГ Мапсу' в soft dark eyes |. 
In which, pernaps unconsciously, shone 


ў 


| А Тат of а Бізэ гора on. 
| Thus on the shoulders of the growing lad 
1 Fell burdens for а mane 


ever, could heo. forget 
That day of dark and numbing pain 
наў 


io listened to the words of sad farewell 

She spoke to him and sister Barans 

"Be-good to Sarah, Abe, and shielG her 

From ths sorrows of tho world.” 

Then laying slender, work-worn hands 

Upon the bowed heads, “her veak voige 

Asked God's blessing on these two, | 

Her precious children, | 

Whom поў she must leave | 

To Life's vicissitudes. 

Long aftsr аа lay 

Quietly sleeping on the hill top, 

Abe thought of those last dark hours | 

Of grief and heartbreak, | 
| 


«М 


And, remewbering~the trust 

His mother hed imposed on him, 
Was kind and wise 

In comforting hts sirton, 

And Sarah sorely needed confort 
Through many lonoly evenings 


As they sat, alone and sad, 
Beside tre cabin door, 
ف رز ودع فلات رامس‎ ! ves 


While long, veird howls of 
Rose quivering on the 531r. 


But brighter days now came 
To Nanoy Lincoln's orphan lad. 4 
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Despite the tales that each of us 
наг heard of the cruelty 

And unaind ways of those 
"ho.t4xà phe Dlace of mothers; 
Fay tcod's richest blessings 

Rect upon the SORE 

Of Thomae Lincoln's second wife. 
For-with heryconing 

Tre wudcv*ua аб in the wiqaw QS 
Became з homs 

“Thomas, we e some extra shelves 
ذه‎ which to fold away our blankets," 
And straichtway Thomas set to work 
With cager hand on вая and hammer; 
For аз а weaker being 

Must always draw its strength 

From some loved source without itself, 
So Thomas Lincoln leaned 

Upon her stronger judgment, 

Finding in hsr wige, firm counsel, 
The anchor and the goal 

That his soul so surely néeded, 

Bus had failed to find 

їп Nancy's yielding ways. 


mae 


And thus the growing youth 

Sped quickly оп to man's estate. 

His mind became a sponge 

That soaked up а11 the facts 

His eager, thirsty seeking brought him. 
Days of strenuous toil 

‘Within the dark green depths 

Where forest trees 

Reared massive trunks and branches, 
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сера hie bogey like unto those trees; 
th muscles hard ss rocks, 

a Sinows with the strength of steel. 

At. nizht his mind reached out 

With hungry, searching will 

Фо Dine tho truth 

For which tne wisest of the earth 

Have sought throughout the ages, 

While heart and soul responded 

To the £nbofn; primal urge 

To spend bimsolf.in worship 


‚ Of the earth's Creator. 


CR А 


Blue. snoks' in the, sunset, 


T'ito fslenm of. campfire! э uqa y 


Ара SEES OE Rascing HOLT Oey 

r "كن بك‎ S Г i-i. š 

ES Ses the Due Ko 011110201 tho 
Made Dboononinz fingers 


с 

po zz: bed out] ура га 
For the olocainsz cxen, 

bien? SEUL, cbodient, 
"itn their weary necks bowed 
3erontk thay уохо;, 
As day aftor'day they, travelod westwards 


One піса they made tneir сапр 

Upon the shoros of the beautiful mapas 
River of history. 

Standing at the-water's edge, 

The tall, ungainly youth 

Looked on the strea almost with awe. 
Dreamily he thought 

Of those dark and fearful days 


Wher a tiny.-.struggiing group qu 
Of patriots waded many miles E 
Across those bottoms, ў: 
Waist high in icy water. va 
Softly to himself he breathed сай 


The name of George Rogers Clark, 


Апа wordlessly, but reverently, 
He prevod that if the time should come 
When he night be called upon 

To follow in the footsteps 

Of trat noble man, 

To give his strength and skill, 

His heart and soul and brain, 

Or perhaps evon- his life, 

In defense of homo and country, 

Ho might not shirk his task. 


-— Ф 


The muddy, winding trail 
That гоп for miles among the sloughs 
And forest covered siopes of Illinois, 
Came at last to rest upon the prairics. 
The March sun shone 

On the broun.and.rolling earth 

That seemed to reach, 

Unednding in its lines, 

Alnost beyond the scope 

Of man's imaginetiom 

Bluebirds sang their way 

Across the fields 

That flaunted promises of reward 

In richest measure 

To those who came to till the soil 
With understanding hearts. 


One evening, when the sun 

Spread brightly crimson streaks 

Beyond the bluff, ] 
And twilizht's cloak | 
Began to lay its folds 

Softly, like a benediction 
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On the fields and hills, 
& woman's voice in thankful praise 
Came clear and sweet above the tone3 
Of tinkling bells, 

Borne on wings of cooling winds 

That spoke of peace, 

Ann Rutledge, driving home the cows, 
Lifted her soul,to touch the Infinite. 
The vibrant, ringing notes 

Rose on the air, 

Reverently and richly colored 

With the glowing faith 

That filled her heart 

Almost to bursting. 

And in the valley, hat in hand, 

Abe Lincoln stood, his bare'head bowed 
In attitude of silent prayer. 

Perhaps his mind awoke that moment 

To the meaning of those words 

He had read so many times 

Throughout the years, 

"Male and female created He them.' 
Perhaps his soul reached out 

Into that mystic realm 

"here heart meets heart 

Without the need of sight 

Or touch to satisfy; 

Perhaps he loved her then. 


Happy golden hours 

Wove a magic web 

Around the lives 

Of Abe and Ann. Long days 


Го which to dream and read, 
aniie business “at the store 
Tos dull. 


Long evenings by the fire 

"ban Abo talked or read aloud to Ann, 
While her.ninble fincers 

Flashed. the ne oddlle:s 

paok ين وو‎ worth. Om еў о “knitting, 
Or the low whirsef spinning: wheel 
Made music in tho roon. 

OM вашае? eveninss, 

Япет the *moenlistht*seemed to fatl 
With curessing sentleness 

Ohm their heads; or the EUS 
Threw prle gnadove 

Along thair path, 

Hand in hand they valked 

Through comtry lings 

Dowrl bythe puku s 

Along the sleepy; river's’ banks, 
OrTout астро prairic. 

All the great resistless longings 
That had. stung MLS вод] 

Since chiidhood, 

Loosea their finsers from his heart, 
Arig let his being flood itself 
¥ith peace and joy that cones 

To those who greatly love, 

And know that they in turn 

Aro also loved, 

For vhée Viera Lig 

in his-buróoned life, 

Abe Lincola knew content. 


His imagination streamed 


On wings of quicksilver 
To span the months ahead, 
Until he saw himself and Ann 
Residing in the house 
That he, himself would build. 
How sweet his life vould be 
eae Ann as mistress of his home} 
Within that house the hands of love 
Would find unnumbered tasks 
To show the steadfast depths 
Of faithful, unfailins; devotion. 
Tithin that house 
Perhaps the sound of tiny feet 
ard sarip їаҥаһ 5 
Would fill their lives with music. 
Ah, sweet indeed was life! 


Then the’ bitter blow fell. 
Suddenly, unexpectedly 

As a hail storm in summer 
Falls on the growing grain 

And kills all promise 

Of & fruitful harvest, 

бо Death struck at the very roots 
8 Abe's وو‎ 

"Jait a year" 
Had been tke сада. ор of Ann's mother. 
"Tait a year" 

While Abe became proficient 

In the intricate study of law. 
"Tait а year" 

That Ann might spend that time 
In weaving, sewing, and knitting; 
For no self-respecting zirl 
ould dream of going 


. То her husband's house 
° Xithout an ample stock 


Of 2.11 the things necessary 
То make that house a home. 


. ánd though a year seemed like eternity, 


Still they Казе it could not be long, 
Апа when past, vould seem as nothing. 
But before that year раё run its course, 
Ann's. soul had left its mortal home 

For a celestial dwellings place, 

While the soul of Abe Lincoln 

Writhed and fought 

within the black hell of Despair. 


„Баг into the night he walked the woeds, 


The lonely back roads, 


„And the shadowed prairies. 


"Anni Ann!" but no answer came 

To ease his tortured mind. 

"Anni Anni" but only the sigh 

Of the Autumn wind 

Fell drearily on his broken heart, 
Thus was carefree youth forever killed, 
Апа їп its place emerged а man; 

A man whose face became an open book 
"here each page bore the bitter marks 
Of heartbreak and palin; 

A man who learned 

That only those into whose soul 

The rod has burned its vay, 

Can truly speak the word 

That brings the balm of Gilead 

To soothe another's grief, 
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ІІІ 
TEE NATION'S CHOISE 


Біце smoke inthe Sunset? 

Only а dream of by-gone days, 

Only 2 memory cr quiet evenings 

in а SO o 

Almost for«xOtten^yestérdays 

Now the crovded court room, 

The, long hobr$ poring over books, 
Became a symbol 

Of the bitter economic strugzie, 

For Mary Lincoln would be satisfied 

With nothing but the best 

Her sharp tongue 

Sometimes beat upon his spirit 

With such insistent clamor 

That he walked the streets at night, 
Praying for the healing of his wounds. 
Perhaps he thouzht of Ann 

And longed to be able 

To push back the clock of time, 

So that he might hear again 

That gentle voice іп words of love. 
Perhaps he let his imagination dwell 
Upon the thought 


-l75nt- rave beens. 

2, Re anash 

the inner recesses 

secret сваты, 

гіа the picture of a peaceful home? 
Did te sse himself, a quiet man, 

Living a life of pleasant ease 

Without Ambition's nagging voice 

Forever yapping at his heels? 

Or did some immer consciousness 

Bring understanding to his troubled soul 
And let him see that life with Ann, 
While sweet and satisfying, 

Would have placed him іп a stagnant pool 
Where, soothed and smothered 

In the gentle waves of dull content, 

Fe surely would have sunk 

Into oblivien. 


Perhaps he Teali тей 

That great things 157 ahead of him; 

Theat as GOR is tried 

In the purifying fiercenees of heat 
Where dross and waste are burned away, 
Thus disappointment and heartbreak 

May so mold the character of a man 

That when: humanity lifts its voice 

And pleads for strength on which to lean, 
That man may find himself a firm support 
By which the weak and downtrodden 

May be lifted free of galling chains. 
Уаз this tre knowledge 


That bowed that rugged head, Y 


That seamed the gaunt and tragic face, 
That filled the somber eyes 
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With patient, sentle understanding? 
Perhaps he knew that God, ` 

In His’ infinite, soul-searching wisdom, 
Lobking for a man to lead the way 

To à Promised Land 

Of universal co-operation,. 

Had laid His hand on him. 


And now, the busy streets, 

The surging crowds., 

The cares of state ae Sed 
That pressed upon his life, ` : 

Became a burden almost unbearable. 

Realizing the helpless weakness 

Theat lies within the puny hands 

Of those who depend , 

Upon, themselves alone, 

He turned to Almighty God 

For strength and guidance e і 

Many times he sought the solitude 

Of an Upper Chamber UNE 

"here his voice micht be lifted 
In prayer to the Eternal Father. 

There, on bended knees, 

With humble and contrite spirit, 
He prayed for wisdom, 

For vision to see the path, 

. And for courage to walk therein. 

Only in this way 

Could he overcome the thrusts 
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Against his honor and integrity. Ee. 

During those four long years of strife : 

He drank the bitter, brimming cup 

. Of hate and scorn, E 
Of falsehood and misunderstanding. 3 
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одо вале не saver ве courte 

Porn in-fratricidad terrorism, 

While. the—broken form of Liverty | 
Lay in agony, writhing 

Beneath the ruthless hand of war. 


At last the mighty guns 

Lay still beneath the April sun. 

The air rol longer 

Held the smoke of battle, 

And no longer were the rivers red 

With blood from the veins 

Of the country's finest manhood. 

Peace descended like a benediction 

On the broken, war torn natione 

Beneath its mild influence 

Abe Lincoln allowed relaxation 

То flow into his body | 
And take possession of his mind. | 
Ной sweet 1% was to put aside 

The spectre that had walked 
Unceasingly beside his path 

For four long years! 

How restful to sit at peace 

And ‘watch the figures on the stage 
Move back and forth 

In a world of make-believe} 

How ‘glad and thankful he was 

That for a little while 

Не might throw off the cares of state, 
And laugh at such delightful nonsense: & 
But suddenly, startlingly, 

А shot rang out. А scream followed, 

And a leap upon the stage. 
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| 
There was а moment 

Of black, helpless confusion 
When!everyone deomed numb 

With chilling horror; 

Then the rush bosan, 

The subse. or foot, 

The screams and cries 

Cf maddened men arû women 

Who could not believe 

That anyone could “be mullty' 

Of а а дева so сазфага1у as this. 
Gentle, loving hands now reached 
To Dear the wounded form 

Cut into the air. 

Silently the crowd drew back 

To let the hero Pass; 

While through it all, 

Abo Lincoln kney that God, 


For some mysterious reason of His ovn, 


Again had laid His hand on him. 


IV 
EOXE 


Blue smoke in the sunset, 

The rattle of wheels on а rail, 
Westward, winding through valleys 
Where, long years before, 

The plodding oxen 

Paced the weary trail, 

Now a black monster, 

Belching thick smoke 

And running with the speed 

Of a possessed demon, 

Lunged and swayed its way 

Across the vast domain. 

It bore the empty shell 

Of him, who years ago, 

Joyously had walked these fields. 
All along the way - 
The saddened people stood 

With bowed heads, 


22 


ie bo the tovine heamts 
r 


Qf" orievens nation 

Tere lifted in prayer 

Theat the Horth ара Scuth 
Micht бе уеде 

That his death 

Should net пеуе been in vain. 
He was саграза, 

In sorrow end “humility, 

Sec te и 1757, 

To the роі Маа oreiviscland 


ә 
тпеге he and Ann 
Ead dreamed 3 beautiful dream; 
"here now, perhang; 
Her soul was.waiting 
To welcome him home. 


And still, in reverent tones, 

Is spoken the name 

Of Abraham Lincoln, 

Beloved hero of a united nation. 
And when the twilictht 

Softly throws a golden veil 
Around the preirie homes, fires, 


burning on the humble hearths, make 


Blue smoke in the sunset. 
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| LANGUAGE OF THE FLOWERS 
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| THE RADIANT FACE СЕ CHAT es 


Beacon OF THe Day. . 
GOD'S GARDEN у аб 
SouNDS ON THE AiR . 

| Ma's COOKING 1 
ILLINOIS ака Ел: 

| From Му Window. + . 

GOLDEN MIDNIGHT г 

А TRIBUTE vB. 

THE River 15 CALLING You 
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Old Glory Gn_A Storm 


WILD WINDS THAT WHIP YOUR STRIPES AND FIELD 
OF BLUE 


МАКЕ YOU APPEAR MUCH LOVELIER AND FAIR, 


THOUGH RAGING GALE AND LIGHTENINGS POIGNANT 
FLARE 


TEAR YOU APART YOUR PRIDE WILL NOT SUBDUE, 
You WILL UNFURL YOUR FOLDS OF TRIPLE HUE 


AND FLOAT UPON THE GALE'S GREAT BREAST. 
AND THERE 


ÎN OPEN SPACES YOU WILL FLY AND DARE 
WHILE THEY RAVE ON. | GIVE SALUTE TO YOU; 


SO STAUNCH AND FIRM YOU HOLD AND BRAVELY FLY, 


You FLAUNT YOUR DRAPES IN FACE OF STORMY GALE 


THEN Сор BESTILLS THE STORM, WINDS CEASE TO RAVE. 
YOUR TWINKLING STARS ARE ETCHED IN CLOUDLESS SKY, 
YOUR COLORS SHINE ~ THEY NEVER SHALL GROW PALE ~ 


CUT THERE IN TRANQUIL WINDS | SEE YOU WAVE. 


Jhe Christians Creed 


JIM AND МЕ ARE NEIGHBORS, NOT MUCH OF WEALTH OR 
FAME, 

NOT MUCH OF LOOKS TO BOAST, BUT PROUD OF OUR GOOD 
МАМЕ. 

МЕ ALWAYS LEND А HAND, BUT DON'T HAVE MUCH ТО SAY, 

JUST SMILE AS WE GO BY AND BID THE TIME OF DAY. 

JIM GOES NORTH TO HIS CHURCH, WHILE Í TURN TO THE 
WEST, 

BUT THIS OLD FRIEND AND ME DON'T SAY OUR WAY IS BEST. 

JIM LOVES ME AND | LOVE JIM, HIS GOD IS ALSO MINE. 

WE SING THE SAME OLD SONGS, WE PRAY FOR LOVE DIVINE. 

THE GOD THAT JUDGES ALL, SUPPLIES OUR EVERY NEED, 

AND JIM AND ME BOTH KNOW THAT LOVE IS THE 
CHRISTIAN'S CREED. 


Home 


THE SUN $6 SOFTLY GLOWING IN THE WEST : 
ТНЕ SHADES OF NIGHT ARE SLOWLY DRAWING NEAR, 
THE SHEPHERD HERDS HIS CHARGES HOME TO REST. | 
. HIS WHISTLE RINGS IN MELLOW ТОМЕЗ QUITE CLEAR 
` THEY REACH THE WAITING ONE WHO SHADES HER EYES | 
AND WATCHES TILL HE COMES WITH SWINGING STRIDE, | 
HIS FORM 15 BOLD AGAINST THE SUNSET SKIES. 
Day's TOIL 1S SWEET WHEN THOUGHTS OF LOVE ABIDE. 
A LITTLE COTTAGE HOME THAT NESTLES DEEP | 


| [М FRIENDLY TREES ТНАТ FORM А SNUG ВЕТВЕАТ, 
| THEIR GENTLE SWAYING BRANCHES LULL TO SLEEP | 
| THE TRUSTING SOULS WHO SEEK THE CALM AND SWEET 
| WHEN DAY 1$ DONE, AND BREEZES COOL THE SOD. | 
| THEN LOVED ONES SLEEP, AT PEACE, WITH MAN AND Gob. | 
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My Home Folks 


| LOVE MY DEAR HOME FOLKS, 
| KNOW THEY LOVE ME TOO, 
AND ALWAYS STAND BY ME 
No MATTER WHAT | DO. 


EACH YEAR HAS BROUGHT ITS PAIN, 
МЕ ALL HAVE HAD OUR SHARE, 

Бот THROUGH THE MIST WE FIND 
OUR LOVED ONES KNOW AND CARE. 


FOR EVERYONE IS NICE, 
THE FINEST TO BE HAD 
THEIR WELCOME iS SINCERE, 
EAGH VISIT MAKES ME GLAD. 


| ONLY HOPE THAT THEY 
FEEL JUST THE WAY І DO, 
AND САМ BE PROUD TO OWN 
МЕ AS THEIR HOME FOLKS TOO. 


Spring Song 


SPRING 1$ IN THE AIR, 

NEW LIFE EVERYWHERE, 

Сор IN EVERYTHING - 

HEAR THE BRIGHT REDBREAST 
SINGING IN HER NEST, 
FiRST SONG OF THE SPRING. 


CountryLife Us. City Li fe 


"Он THIS CITY LIFE," SIGHS РА, 
"| RECKON IT'S A PITY 

ONE CAN'T HAVE THE THINGS HE WANTS 
CAUSE HE'S LIVIN’ IN THE CITY." 


"| WOULD LIKE TO HAVE А COW, 

AND THINGS JUST LIKE | Y'USTER, 
Lors or BIG RHODE ÍSLAND HENS 

AND A REL-TOP, HANDSOME ROOSTER.” 


Ma SAYS, "РА, IT AIN'T NO USE 
TO THINK OF RAISIN' CHICKENS, 
YOU WOULD MAKE THE NEIGHBORS MAD, 
THEN THEY'S HOWL AND RAISE THE DICKENS?" 


(Pue. FLETCHER'S FARMING) 


Í x: 514 Rail Fence 


OLD RAIL FENCE WEND YOUR WAY, 
ZIG-ZAG — ZiG-ZAG 
WORM EATEN, OLD AND GRAY, 
ZIG-ZAG = ZiG-ZAG 
OLD RAIL FENCE AS YOU WIND 
ZIG-ZAG ZIG-ZAG 
MANY HEARTS YOU ENTWINED, 
ZIG-ZAG ZIG-ZAG 
| OLD RAIL FENCE AS YOU TRACE 
|! ZIG-ZAG ZIG-ZAG 
MANY LIVES YOU EMBRACE - = 
ZIG-ZAG — ZtG-Z4G 


(Ров. FLETCHER'S FARMING) 
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JOSEPH, HOW LITTLE IS KNOWN OF DOUBT AND HURT IN 
YOUR BREAST, 


ONLY GOD COULD UNDERSTAND, HE KNEW YOU WOULD STAND 
THE TEST, 


For НЕ in HIS GREAT WISDOM INCLUDED You IN HIS PLAN, 
HE CHOSE FOR AN EARTHLY FATHER THE FINEST KIND OF A MAN. 


ALWAYS IN THE BACK-GROUND, CALM, PERPLEXED, AND OFTEN 
TIMES DISMAYED 


Jhe Forgotten Man Šf Jhe Nativity 


AT WONDERS TOO DEEP TO TRACE, WHILE YOU IN SILENCE 
PRAYED. 


PATIENTLY YOU STAND AT WORK, STURDY, TALL, A PLEASANT 
FAGE, 


A GOOD FRIEND TO EVERY ONE, YOUR WORK SHOP A MEETING 
PLACE. 


THESE NEIGHBORS WOULD PIERCE THE MASK, BUT THEY 
ALWAYS SOUGHT JN VAIN 


THEY HEARD ONLY YOUR STRONG VOICE RAISE ABOVE THE 
SAW AND PCANE. 


AND NOW YOU ARE FORGOTTEN IN THE MAZE OF MYSTERY, 
AS THE TIDINGS OF THE BIRTH ARE PROCLAIMED IN HISTORY. 
THE POETS HAVE FORGOTTEN, IN ART ONE WILL ONLY FIND 


YOU STANDING IN THE BACK-GROUND, YOUR FEATURES GENTLE 
AND KIND. 


WONDERING AND PATIENTLY YOU SILENTLY STAND, | WOULD 


| 
LIKE ТО NAVF KNOWN YOU AND TO HAVE HELD YOUR BRAWNY HAND, 5 


MarjesticArt 


SHADES OF EVENING ARE DRAWING NEAR, 
SUNSET AND THE AFTERGLOW 

MINGLE WITH THE CLOUDS OF DUSK, 
RAINBOW TINTS WEAVE TO AND FRO. 


MOONBEAMS THROUGH THE TALL PINE TREES 
GAILY DANCE UPON THE BAY, 

LIGHTING UP THE CURTAINED NIGHT, 
WAITING FOR THE DAWN OF DAY. 


AWE-{NSPIRING, NOBLE ART, 

GEMS NO HUMAN HANDS CAN TRACE, 
JEWELS NUMBERLESS, DISTINCT, 

EACH STAR FILLING ITS OWN PLACE. 


ANCIENT ART AND MODERN SKILL 
FADE WHEN MEASURED BY THE LIGHT, 
ON THE CANVAS OF THE SKY --- 
ONLY Сор CAN PAINT THE NIGHT. 


Jo Я Log 


LOG IN THE FIREPLAGE 
SING SCFTLY, 

THE MELODY IS SWEET. 
THE CRACKLE OF TOASTED BARK CALLS, 
АВІ5Е: 

BLUE FLAMING TONGUE 
URGES KETTLE'S STEAM, 
THE HEARTH GIVES 
SOOTHING WARMTH, 
DREAMS GROW, 

YOUR EMBERS REST, 
SUBDUED AT EVENING 

То BURST AGAIN AT DAWN 
WITH LIGHT. 


(IN MODERN Barps, 1940) 
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CNE NIGHT | НАБ A DREAM, 
| WOKE IN PARADISE, 

| WALKED ALONG THE STREETS 
AND GAZED WITH EAGER EYES. 


| HEARD THE ANGEL CHOIR, 
| SAW THE GREAT WHITE THRONE, 
| STOPPED UPON THE PATH 
AND LOOKED FOR FRIENDS ONCE KNOWN. 


| SEARCHED FOR THEM IN VAIN, 
THESE EARTHLY SAINTS | KNEW - 
My GUIDE SEEMED MIGHTY SAD 
То FIND SO VERY FEW. 


BUT AS HE LED ME ON 
HE POINTED TO ONE SIDE, 
AND | SAW FOLKS THAT WE 
CALLED SINNERS WHEN THEY DIED. 


| STOOD AND LOOKED AT THEM, 
| COULD NOT THINK IT TRUE, 
Рут THEN, THEY SEEMED AS STUNNED 
То SEE МЕ UP THERE TOO. 


Memories 


IN MY PATCHWORK OF MEMORIES 

JOY AND SADNESS MINGLE - 

THREADS ARE WOVEN INTO A TAPESTRY 
OF YEARS 

SHADOWED BY SORROW AND PAIN 

THAT DULLS THE COLOR PERHAPS, 

BUT THROUGH THIS TAPESTRY OF LIFE 
FAITH Gtows. 


When Autumn Comes 


GOLD, SCARLET, BROWN AND GREEN, 
A TOUCH OF PURPLE HUE, 

A MASS OF COLORED TINTS 
BENEATH THE BALMY BLUE. 


| LIKE TO WATCH EACH CHANGE, 
AND LISTEN ALL DAY LONG 

AS BRIGHT LEAVES WHISPER LOW 
AND CHANT A FAREWELL SONG. 


ALTHOUGH THE COLORS FADE, 
AND BROWN TONES TINT THE TREES, 
| LIKE TO HEAR THE CALL 
THEY GIVE BACK TO THE BREEZE. 


LEAVES DO NOT SEEM TO MIND 
THE FALL TO EARTH, АН МЕ: 

| WOULD LIKE GROWTH IN YEARS 
AS GRACEFUL AS А TREE. 


Jhoughts 


ALL THOUGHTS АВЕ SEEDS, 
WE OFTEN FIND 
THAT THEY WILL GROW 
IN FERTILE MIND, 
AS EACH THOUGHT-WAVE 
FLOWS INTO SPACE, 
|T MAKES A PATH 
WHERE ONE CAN TRACE 
THE FRUITS OF THESE 
IMPLANTED SEEDS 
THAT THRIVE AND GROW 
To PUSH OUT WEEDS. 


т т м м ыы ы т з б с б ы يع‎ Ыы ka ы ы 


My Lincoln 


A HOMELY FACE? AH NO, FOR | SEE TEARS THAT GLOW 
EXPRESSING GREAT CONCERN, AND UNASHAMED TO FLOW, 


UNGAINLY? Вот HE TOWERS ABOVE THE MURK AND MIRE 
ع0‎ HATE AND LUST AND GREED, HE HIDES A LOST DESIRE. 


COMPASSION FILLS THE EYES THAT GREATER VISIONS SEE, 
EYES THAT WITH KINDNESS DRAWS AND SETS A CRUSHED 
HEART FREE. 


А MOUTH FOR THROATY MIRTH, LIPS FIRM AND UNDEFILED, 
SAD SMILES THAT HIDE GREAT WOES, SWEET SMILES THAT 
WIN A CHILD. 


AND AWKWARD HANDS? NO CHARMS? NO ART TO GRACE THE 
YEARS, 
THE POWER 1S SUBLIME THAT SOOTHS AND CALMS DARK FEARS. 


IMMORTAL WORDS RING CLEAR AND FLOAT OUT INTO SPACE, 
HIS WISDOM STANDS UNMATCHED ВУ MAN OF ANY RACE. 


To YOU HE MAY BE GAUNT AND AWKWARD TO BEHOLD, 
| DO NOT SEE THE CLAY AS NATURE'S LAWS UNFOLD, 


BENEATH THE FORM | FIND А STRENGTH THAT MAGNIFIES 
| SEARCH AND FIND THERE IN, A SOUL THAT NEVER DIES. 


PUBLISHED [м THE "Terre Haute TRIBUNE", 
"THE SATURDAY SPECTATOR" AND OTHER 


PUBLICATIONS. 


Signals 


FROM A HOMESTEAD IN THE VALLEY, 
| CAN SEE THE SMOKE CURL HIGH 
As IT REACHES UP THE MOUNTAIN 
TO A CABIN NEAR THE SKY, 
WITH A FRIENDLY MESSAGE SAYING, 
|| "| AM HAPPY AS | WEND 
UP THIS HILLSIDE WITH A GREETING 
FROM А NEIGHBOR AND A FRIEND." 


Madallion 9f Jhe Night 


PORTRAIT ON A GOLDEN DISK, 
BRILLIANT SCIENCE OF THE NIGHT, 
ONLY SURPASSED BY THE SUN - 
| DIVINE MASTERPIECE OF LIGHT - 
|| HUNG ON WIRES OF UNSEEN FORCE, 
ETCHED ON HEAVEN'S BOUNDLESS SCROLL, 
SUPREME ART IN STARLIT FRAME, 
MOULDED BY AN ARTIST SOUL. 


Gods Flowers 


DEAR LORD, WE THANK YOU FOR 
THE FLOWERS WE LOVE TO SHARE, 
WE ALL DESIRE TO GROW 
AS BEAUTIFUL AND FAIR, 
AND MAY WE FILL THE DAYS 
WITH PERFUME OF GOOD DEEDS 
JUST LIKE THE PURE ROSEBUD, 
INSTEAD OF UGLY WEEDS. 
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Precious Jewels 


EACH MOMENT IS A JEWEL 
PLACED IN ONE HOUR-GEM, 
We MUST ВЕ VERY CAREFUL 
To USE AND CHERISH THEM, 
FOR EVERY MOMENT-JEVEL 
[S FILLED WITH GIFTS QUITE RARE 
WE DARE NOT WASTE ONE SECOND 
For Сог MADE ТНЕМ WITH CARE. 


Jhe UJorl d 


THE WORLD 15 SUCH A GREAT BIG PLACE 
But THEN, IT'S LOVELY TOO, 

For GOD HAS PLANNED SO MANY THINGS 
THAT | MIGHT SHARE WITH ҮСУ, 

THE EARTH 15 FILLED WITH BIRDS AND FLOWERS 
AND KINDLY FOLKS TO LOVE, 

THE GOLDEN SUN, THE MOON, THE STARS - 
CREATIONS FROM ABOVE. 


Rhapsody JnWhite 


THE MUSIC 15 WRITTEN FOR МЕ, 

THE WINDOW IS MY BALCONY, 

THE SNOW FLAKES FALL IN TONES SC LIGHT, 
- {INSPIRING RHAPSODY IN WHITE = 

THE LIMBS ARE STAFFS OF EBONY 

THAT HOLD THIS SONG OF ECSTASY, 

Г HEAR A CHOIR OF SNOW BIRD VOICES, 
In Cop's CATHEDRAL, LARTH REJOICES. 


12 


Soul Windows 


THERE ARE MANY WORTH-WHILE THINGS, 
MUCH MORE GOOD THAN BAD, 

WHY DO WE ALWAYS LOOK FOR FLAWS 
THAT ONLY MAKE US SAD? 

OuR EYES ARE WINDOWS OF THE SOUL, 
AND WE MUST KEEP THEM CLEAN, 

So THAT THE LOVELY COLORED GLASS 
WILL KEEP ITS CLEAR, BRIGHT SHEEN. 


_Му Day 


DEAR LORD, | ASK THAT YOU BLOT OUT 
THE FAILURES OF THE DAY, 

| LONG TO GO TO REST ONE NIGHT 
AND FIND NO NEED TO PRAY 

FORGIVENESS FOR THE WASTED HOURS, 
FOR TALENTS BURIED DEEP, 

| WISH THAT | MIGHT CLOSE MY EYES 
IN PEACEFUL, RESTFUL SLEEP 

WITHOUT ONE SINGLE SORROW FELT 
FOR DEEDS | LEFT UNDONE, 

ВЕ FREE FROM SEERING CONSCIOUSNESS 
THAT | HAD HURT SOMEONE, 

You LISTEN TO MY MORNING PRAYER, 
GIVE HEED TO ALL І SAY, 

But | AM WEAK AND NEVER MAKE 
ONE PERFECT, CLOUDLESS DAY. 

AND WHEN | CLOSE MY DOOR AT NIGHT, 
| FEEL MY AIMS ARE BLEST, 

ALTHOUGH YOU KNOW THIS DAY HAS BEEN 
AS FAULTY AS THE REST. 


Jo JheStatue 9f Liberty 


ALL HAIL! AND MAY WE EVER SEE 
YOU REIGN IN MIGHT - SUPREME AND FREE. 


AN EMBLEM OF А LOYAL BAND, 
AND GATEWAY TO OUR NATIVE LAND. 


BE KIND AS YOU HAVE ALWAYS BEEN 
TO THOSE WHO АВЕ OF FOREIGN КІМ, 


WHO COME A KNOCKING AT OUR DOORS 
FOR WELCOME TO OUR COUNTRY'S SHORES. 


BUT DO NOT LET THOSE ENTER IN 
WHO MIGHT BRING SHAMEFUL GRIME AND SIN. 


A BEACON ALL THE DAY AND NIGHT - 
THAT FLOODS OUR HOMELAND WITH YOUR LIGHT, 


YOU PROVE THE SCALE OF JUSTICE STANDS 
FOR FRIENDSHIP WITH ALL OTHER LANDS. 


BE TOLERANT AND HELP INSTILL 
THE HATE OF WAR, THE FEAR TO KILL, 


CREATE A BOND OF LOVE AND PEACE - 
AND STRIFE FOR FAME AND POWER SHALL CEASE. 


THIS LAW IS GOD'S CREATIVE PLAN, 
A Peace on EARTH, GOOD Witt то MAN. 


A Legacy 


MOTHER MINE, AND DEAR OLD DAD, 
FOR YEARS YOU PLANNED AND WORKED, 

THROUGH HAPPINESS AND BITTER WOES 
YOU NEVER FAILED OR SHIRKED. 

YOU GAVE TO US YOUR VERY BEST, 
ENCOURAGED НОМЕЗТУ, 

AND TAUGHT US THRIFT AND HONOR 
AND GENTLE COURTESY. 

YOU MIGHT HAVE LEFT US GREATER WEALTH, 
THERE MIGHT HAVE BEEN GREAT РАМЕ, 

Вот WE ARE GLAD, DEAR MOM AND DAD, 
THAT WE CAN BEAR YOUR NAME. 


Jeach Me Jo Pray 


GIVE ME A PATIENT LOVE, 
A GENTLE VOICE TO CHEER 
A WEAKER SOUL THAT FALLS 
BENEATH A CRUSHING FEAR. 


GIVE ME A GREATER FAITH, 

THAT HELPS ME SHARE THE LOAD 
OF ONE WHO BEARS A CROSS 

ALONG А WEARY ROAD, 


GIVE ME A TENDER HEART, 
AN OPEN MIND TO SEE 
THE BETTER SELF OF ONE 
WHO MIGHT SEEM BAD TO ME. 


| KNOW THAT | MIGHT FAIL 
AND DROP UPON THE WAY, 
SO HELP ME NOT TO JUDGE, 
DEAR LORD, TEACH МЕ TO PRAY. 


Grandma'sGarden 


GOLDENGLOW AND PINK MOSS=ROSE, 
TALL SUNFLOWERS AND PHLOX, 
BLACKEYED SUSANS SHYLY 
WATCH THE FOUR-O'CLOCKS. 


ZINNIAS GROW PROFUSELY, 
THEY ARE GRACIOUS TOO, 

IF YOU PASS THEIR WAY 
THEY WILL SMILE AT YOU. 


TIGER LILY FACES 
FRECKLED DOTS ARE GAY, 
MAKING THEM LOOK SAUCY 
IN A WORLDLY WAY. 


THESE OLD FASHIONED FLOWERS 
АВЕ CLEVER FOR THEY KNOW 

THAT GRANDMA'S GARDEN PLOT - 
IS JUST THE PLACE TO GROW. 


Your Song 


YOUR SONG 

{5 SWEET TO HEAR, 

IT IS А LULLABY, 

ALTHOUGH YOU ро NOT SING TO ME - 
| REST, 


Joday 


TODAY 

| HEARD YOUR VOICE 

COME THROUGH THE STILLY NIGHT, 
THEN INTO MY HEART THERE GAME REST 
AT LAST. 
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Jear 


THE BASEST FOE OF HUMAN RACE, 
THE GREATEST CURSE OF MORTAL MIND 
THAT CRUSHES HOPE IN GOD AND SELF, 
А CEASELESS, CRUEL GRIND. 


THE VICTOR THAT WILL CONQUER FEAR, 
THIS ENEMY THAT NEVER SHIRKS, 

IS FAITH, THAT CONQUERS OVER ALL, 
WHEN IT 15 LINKED WITH WORKS. 


Jall 9ak 


TALL OAK, | FEEL SO FRAIL AND SMALL 
BENEATH YOUR SPREADING LIMBS, 

| STAND ENTHRALLED AS YOUR BRIGHT LEAVES 
CHANT MEDLEYS OF SWEET HYMNS. 


TALL OAK, | GROW IN STRENGTH AND GRACE 
WHEN | CARESS YOUR SIDE, 

| FEEL NEW LIFE FLOW FROM YOUR HEART 
WHERE PEACE AND REST ABIDE. 


Jeach Me 


TEACH ME TO PRAY 
WITH FAITH EACH DAY, 
THAT І MAY LIVE 

THE PRAYER | SAY. 
TEACH ME TO PRAY, 
HELP ME OBEY 

AND FOLLOW THEE 
ALONG LIFE'S МАУ, 
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Jhe Birds‏ ول 


BIRDS, YOU ARE WELCOME, 
THE EARTH 1$ YOUR HOME, 
THE FIELD 1$ YOUR FOOD 
WHEREVER YOU ROAM. 
GoD GAVE YOU STRONG WINGS 
TO FLY$ BUT FOR REST 
НЕ GAVE THE TREE-TOPS 
TO CRADLE YOUR NEST. 
HE GAVE YOU A SONG 
FOR COMFORT AND CHEER ~ 
YOUR SWEET MELODY 
{5 PLEASANT TO HEAR, 


Neighbors 


| HAVE LIVED iN MANY TOWNS 
AND EVERYWHERE | GO 
THe LORD JUST PUTS ME DOWN 
WHERE PLEASANT NEIGHBORS GROW. 


AND | OFTEN WONDER WHY 
| NEVER FAIL TO FIND 
FINE FOLKS WHO WELCOME ME 
$0 GRACIOUSLY AND KIND. 


WE HAVE BEEN SUCH SPLENDID FRIENDS, 
وم‎ NEIGHBORS OUGHT TO BE - 

| TRY TO BE AS GOOD 
AS THEY HAVE BEEN ТО МЕ, 


(Pus. FLETCHER’s FARMING) 


Source 9f Knowledge 


ÀN ARTIST PAINTS A LOVELY FLOWER, 

Ам AUTHOR HOLDS А PEN OF POWER, 

THE SCULPTOR SHAPES A FORM OF GRACE, 
THE WEAVER WEAVES INTRICATE LACE. 

A MOULDER WORKS WITH CLAY AND SAND 

AND MAN-MADE WINGS FLY OVER LAND. 

THE SURGEON MENDS HURT FLESH AND BONE, 
THE BUILDER BUILDS WITH IRON AND STONE, 
THE GARDNER BEAUTIFIES THE GROUND ~ 
THE SCALE OF WITS GO ROUND AND ROUND - 
YET PUNY MAN IS JUST А CLOD, 

HE WORKS, BUT KNOWLEDGE COMES FRON бор. 


God Rules Ihe Heavens 


DiD YOU LET THE LITTLE RAINDROPS 
SPOIL THE PLEASURE OF THE DAY? 
DID YOU MAKE SOMEBODY SORRY 
Bv THE WORDS THEY HEARD YOU SAY? 


DiD YOU LET THE SHADOWS DARKEN, 
AND THE LIGHTENING TEAR APART 
ALL THE SUNBEAMS AND THE LAUGHTER 
THAT YOU HELD WITHIN YOUR HEART? 


Dip YOU LET THE THUNDER'S ROARING 
CRUSH YOUR SPIRIT, О MY DEAR, 

Dip you LET GOD'S MIGHTY SIGNALS 
FiLL YOUR SOUL WITH AWFUL FEAR? 


CAN YOU NOT REMEMBER, DEAR ONE, 
THAT YOUR NIGHT CAN BE AS DAY? 

You MUST KNOW, GOD RULES THE HEAVENS, 
AND HIS LAWS NEED NOT DISMAY. 
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Jriendship 


Mv HEART 15 FILLED WITH GEMS 
EACH JEWEL 1$ PURE GOLD, 
Bur THOSE THAT | LOVE BEST 
ARE FRIENDS, BOTH NEW AND OLD. 
THERE ARE SOME FOLKS WHO THINK 
THE WORMD DOES NOT RING TRUE, 
Bur | JUST SMILE AND SAY - 
"| AM A FRIEND TO YOU," 


My WinterGarden 


GARDEN PLOTS ARE ALWAYS FAIR 
THOUGH THE WINDS HOLD SWAY, 
SNOW BLANKETS ARE OVER ALL = 
| Like IT THAT WAY. 


ROSE BUSHES ARE GOVERED WARMLY 
WITH THE SILVER ICE, 

VINES HANG IN FROZEN FESTOONS 
| THINK IT IS NICE. 


TREES LOOK STARK AND NAKED 
SPREADING BARREN ARMS, 

Bur | KNOW THEY HAVE A HEART - 
| FEEL THEIR CHARMS. 


Language Of JheJlowers 


FLOWERS SPEAK A LANGUAGE 
NONE OTHER CAN EXPRESS, 
SOOTHING, TENDER, FRAGRANT, 
THEY BRING A SOFT CARESS. 
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Do You Remember 


Do YOU REMEMBER 

THE LITTLE VILLAGE 

AND THE DEAR OLD RUSTIG CHURCH? 
THE LOFTY STEEPLE 

AND HOW IT TOWERED, 

BRAVE IN ITS MAJESTIC WAY? 


Do YOU REMEMBER 

THE SABGATH EVENINGS, 

AND THE RINGING OF THE BELL, 

THE SWELLING VOICES 

OF THE FAITHFUL CHOIR 

AS THEY SANG SWEET HYMNS OF PRAISE? 


HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN 

THE BOY AND MAIDEN, 

THE SWEETNESS AND THE PARTING? 
| CANNOT FORGET, 

AND | STILL WONDER, 

Do vou REMEMBER? 


Jhe Radiant Face Šf Christ 


YOUR EYES DRAW ME CLOSE TO YOUR SIDE, DEAR LORD, 
THEY HOLD ME WITH MYSTICAL FORCE, 

THEY ARE FULL OF GOMPASSIONATE LOVE, 

| DARE NOT TRY TO FATHOM THEIR SOURCE. 

Bur as | SEARCH THE BOTTOMLESS DEPTH, 

AND FOLLOW THE WAY THAT YOU LEAD, 

You REVEAL TO MY HUNGRY HEART AND SOUL 

THE RICH FLOWING FOUNTAIN | NEED. 

FOR as | STAND IN YOUR PRESENCE, DEAR LORD, 
AND GAZE ON YOUR RADIANT FACE, 

| AM HELD AND STILLED INTO SILENT AWE 

By THE WONDERFUL STRENGTH OF YOUR GRACE. 
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Beacon 9f Jhe Day 


BRILLIANT SUN, WHOSE LIGHT 
BATHES THE EARTH IN GOLD, 
MIGHTY ВЕАСОМ OF THE DAY, 
SUCH BEAUTIES YOU UNFOLD. 
GREAT AND MIGHTY BALL OF FIRE, 
EARiH TURNS TO THEE, 
WHILE THE PUNY HUMAN MIND 
Bows IN HUMILITY. 
No ARTIST HAND OF GREATEST SKILL 
CAN PAINT THE SUN'S BRIGHT RAY, 
ONLY НЕ WHC MADE THE MOON AND STARS 
COULD SUCH GREAT ART DISPLAY. 


(NAZARENE Ров. Со.) 


God's Garden 


PERMITTED TO LIVE IN GOD'S GARDEN 
WE EARN THE SMALL PLACE THAT WE FILL? 
Do WE MAKE OUK LABOR A PLEASURE? 
WE GIVE TO GOD THE REST OF OUR SKILL? 
Do RESOURCES LEND TC DEVELCPC? 

DG WE WANTONLY KILL AND DESTROY? 

Do wE SHARE THE FRUITS OF OUR LABOR 
AND THUS SCATTER THE SUNSHINE ОЕ JOY? 
|F МЕ LET THE HEAD GARDNER DIRECT US 
IN THE CHOOSING OF PLANTS THAT WE SOW, 
МЕ THEN WILL BE ABLE TO GATHER 

RICH HARVESTS FROM SEEDS THAT WE GROW. 
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Sounds Әп Jhe Air 


ONE CAN HEAR FLUFFY SNOW FLAKES 
THAT SING A HAPPY MELODY, 
But ONE MUST EVER BE IN TUNE 
WITH THE RICH HARMONY. 
FOR ONLY ONE WHO UNDERSTANDS 
THE GREAT MYSTERIOUS SOUNDS, 
CAN HEAR THE SPIRIT VOICES 
Ім WHICH THE EARTH ABOUNDS. 
OH YES, THE SHOW FLAKES WHISPER LOW 
وم‎ THEY MUST FALL UPON THE SOD, 
Вот ONLY НЕ VHO IS IN TUNE 
CAN HEAR THE VOICE OF COD. 


Ma's Cooking 


{'{1 BET THAT THERE IS NONE 
CAN COOK JUST LIKE MY MA, 
AND NOBODY CAN EAT 
AS MUCH АЗ САМ MY PA. 


THE THINGS THAT MAMA DOES 
ARE MANY, YOU MAY ВЕТ, 
THOSE CRISPY GINGER SNAPS > 
| NEVER SHALL FORGET. 


AND LIGHT BROWN, FLUFFY ROLLS, 
SALT-RISING BREAD, SNOW WHITE, 
HoT COOKIES AND PANCAKES 
ALL COME BEFORE MY SIGHT. 


BiG CAKES ALL HEAPED UP HIGH 
WITH FROSTING SOFT AND SWEET, 

AND LOTS OF SPICE AND NUTS - 
Ma's COOKING CAN'T ВЕ BEATS 


Gllinois 


ILLINOIS, 


YOUR ROLLING, FERTILE PRAIRIE LANDS 

ARE CALLING, CALLING ME TO-DAY, 

THEY WHISPER, GENTLY URGING ME, 

“Му CHILD, COME BACK, COME BACK AND STAY. 


ILLINOIS, 


THE YEARS OF ROAMING, HERE AND THERE, 
HAVE NEVER DIMMED THE THOUGHT OF YOU, 
THE LOVE THAT FILLED THE HEART OF YOUTH 
STILL BURNS TODAY AS STAUNCH AND TRUE. 


ILLINOIS, 


YOUR FIELDS OF WEALTH ANL SGIENIC АВТ, 
YOUR FOLK OF HOMEY CHARM ANL GRACE 
ARE MINE, AND | STILL CLAIM MY OWN, 
FOR HOME 1S HOME NO OTHER PLACE. 


ILLINOIS, 


IF | CANNOT COME BACK TO LIVE 
AGAIN IN MY DEAR PLACE OF BIRTH 
Mv HEART WILL LINGER THERE, 
EMPLANTED DEEP IN NATIVE EARTH. 


Згот My Window 


Му WINDOWS FRAME THE ART | SEE, 

THE LIMBS OF TREES ARE BROAD AND FREE, 
THEY GREET THE SUN AT DAWN OF DAY - 
SOME ONE HAS SAID THEY REACH TO PRAY - 
| FEEL QUITE SURE THAT THEY ARE BLEST 
AND PROUD TO GROW IN EARTHS WARM NEST. 
| WATCH FROM MY BROAD WINDOW FRAME 

AND FIND ALL NATURE CLEANSED BY RAIN. 
WHEN SUNSHINE'S GOLDEN RAYS APPEAR 

THE RAIN DROPS GLOW LIKE GOSSAMER. 
THROUGH SEASONS CHANGE THIS ART OF MINE 
THE EARTH STILL THROBS WITH LOVE DIVINE. 


Golden Midnight 


LOVELY, GLEAMING MOON-BEAMS;, | 

SHINING THROUGH THE GLOAMING, 
STREAMING GOLDEN RIBBONS 

KEEPING STARS FROM ROAMING. 
LITTLE STARLETS GLISTEN 

IN THEIR FRAME OF YELLOW, 
DANCING ROUND THE FULL-MOON, 

TEASING THE OLD FELLOW. 
WINKING SAUCY BRIGHT EYES 

AS THEY COME A STEALING, 
MOON-BEAMS CATCH THE MESSAGE 

STAR GEMS ARE REVEALING. 


A Jribute 


То Him | PAY A TRIBUTE - MY BEST PAL - 
HONEST, LOVING, FIRM, YET TENDER TOO, 
WHILE | HAVE KNOWN A HOST OF GENTLEMEN 
DAD WAS THE FINEST ONE | EVER KNEW. 
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"ON THE BANKS Or THE WABASH" - 


— .م 


ETCHING BY - LILLIAN BECK 
Jhe River $s Calling Jo You 


TO NIGHT AS | STAND ON THe "lAEASH 
AND GAZE THROUGH THE SYGAMORE TREES, 
| VISUALIZE A HUSKY EOY, 

WITH A DIRTY FACE AND RUSTY KNEES. 

| CAN SEE YOU CLIMB THE RIVER ВАМК, 
AND ROAM IN THE WOODS ALL DAY LONG, 
| CAN HEAR YOU WHISTLE AND SING, 
THE BIRDS GAILY ECHO YOUR SONG. 


FROM THE WINDOWS | FANCY | SEE 

THE CANDLELIGHT FLICKERING THROUGH, 
| CAN HEAR YOUR MOTHER'S SWEET VOICE 
ENDEARINGLY CALLING FOR YOU. 

THE TALL SYCAMORES AND THE RIVER 
STILL STAND WHERE YOU HAPPILY TROD, 
AND SURELY YOUR SPIRIT 1S HERE 
THOUGH YOU REST ОМ AN ALIEN SOD. 


BUT SOMETIME SOON, IF WE HAVE OUR WAY, 


МЕ WILL BRING YOU БАСК TO YOUR HOME, 
То REST BENEATH THE SYCAMORES 
ON THE RIVER WHERE YOU LOVED TO ROAM. 


PAuL DRESSER 
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ALL РОЕМ USED IN THE 
FOLLOWING VERSE FORMS 
ARE ORIGINAL POEMS 


| 
BI! 
Я! 


Бу 


LILLIAN BECK 


Poem SENTENGE 1 

Я COUPLET 1 
TRIPLET 2 

u QUATRAIN -"ТНЕУ SAY" "SILVER LINING" 2 
QuiNTET - "Есно" З 

1 Sextet - "Our OLD Том CAT" 3 
ЗЕРТЕТ = "How TRUE 3 

x SPECIAL SEPTET = "DEsIRE" 4 
Octave = "Сор Walks Ім А GARDEN" 4 

$ CHAIN VERSE = "А DREAM" 5 
CiNQUAIN = "Two SONGS" "LISTEN" 6 

x RHYME ROYAL - "THE OLD STORY" 6 
LOGOLILT = "CREATION" 7 

31 BLANK VERSE -~ “І WALKED WITH Hoty THINGS" 8 
HEROIC BLANK VERSE - "REMEMBRANCE" 9 

X FREE VERSE - "Democracy" 10 
IRREGULAR IN METER & Rime ~ "NOBILITY" m 

Я Lai = "RECEPTION" 11 
TERzA-RiMA = "NATURE'S GALLERY" 12 

3 RoNbEAU = (FRENCH Form) "Ом YoNDER Hitt" 13 
RONDEAU = (№огтовЕ"5 MopgL) "My GARDEN PLor14 

x TRIOLET - "WISDOM" 15 
RoNDELET = "лугу BUTTERFLY" 15 

Е PORTRAIT POEM = "SUNSHINE THROUGH SHADOWS" 16 
SONNET = (Mittonic) “Му Loss" 17 

5 SONNET = (SHAKESPEAREAN) "SONNET" 18 
с SONNETTE = "MEDITATION" 19 
BALLADE = "THE WATER NYMPH" 20 

| RONDEL ~ "KING OF THE AIR" 21 
E RisPETTO = "The EicoT" 22 
TRIzaD - "ANALOGY" "Home" 23 
1 TVALIF ~ "SEA GULLS" 24 
; RIPPLEY - “Farry STRIPES" 24 
- BALLAD = "BALLAD То A CHEERFUL Giver" 25 
е LYRIC, "SECRETS" 27 
\ Opp - "Ope То А FRIEND" 28 
LiGHT Verse ~ "Face To Face" "INGENIOUS" 29 


VILLANELLE 


"SOLACE" 


| 
И 


 — 


Poem Sentence 


THE SENTENCE SHOULD BE DIRECT - NOT А COMPOUND 
SENTENCE NOR ONE DIVIDED BY COMMAS. THERE SHOULD 
BE AS FEW ADJECTIVES AS POSSIBLE, NO POETICISMS, 
AND THERE SHOULD-BE A SINGLE IDEA PRESENTED 
VIVIDLY. ^ 


A LITTLE CHILD LAUGHED AND THE APPLE BLOSSOMS 
SWAYED GENTLY {М THE BREEZE WHISPERING NOTES 
THAT FELL IN HARMONY, 


THE MURMUR OF THE LEAVES JOIN THE RIPPLING OF 
THE BROOKLET AS 1Т GLIDES THRCUGH THE MEADOW 
SINGING A SONG. 


Couplet 


A POEM OF TWO LINES. THE LINES MAY OR MAY NOT 
ВЕ RIMED, ANL CAN ВЕ WRITTEN IN ANY METER, BUT 
GENERALLY THEY ARE RIMED AND AGREE IN METER. 


A WISE OLD OWL JUST SITS AND BLINKS, 
THE LESS HE SAYS THE MORE HE THINKS. 


INTO EACH LIFE THERE COMES A TIME = 
WHEN THREADS WILL NOT WEAVE TRUE PATTERNS. 


Prove St 


‘WHAT ONE MIGHT DO HAS ONCE BEEN DONE, 
NOT ONE THING NEW UNDER THE SUN. 


THIS MIGHT BE TRUE, CR JUST A PUN, 
It’s ue то YOU To PROVE THIS ONE. 
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Jriplet 


А POEM OF THREE LINES, SOMETIMES CALLED A TERCET. 
THE LINES MAY ВЕ RIMED OR UNRIMED. IF RIMED, 
THE ARRANGEMENTS MAY BE AAA; AAB; АВА; OR ABB. 


Davs TOIL IS SWEET BECAUSE | KNOW 
THE END OF DAY AND SUNSET HUE 
WILL BRING ME HOMEWARD BOUND TO YOU. 


BEAUTY 13 A FRAGRANT FLOWER, 
NOURISHED BY THE SUN AND SHOWER, 
BLOOMING ~ FADING - GONE. 


Quatrain 


A POEM OF FOUR LINES. MANY RIME ARRANGEMENTS 
ARE POSSIBLE IN QUATRAINS, AS AAAA; AABE: ABAB; 
ABBA; ABCE; ABAC; AND so ON. 


Jhey Say 


THEY SAY VERSE MAKERS ARE QUITE QUEER 
AND NEVER SEEM TO KNOW IT, 

BUT MANY FOLKS WE THINK ARE QUEER 
COULD NEVER BE A POET. 


Silver Linings 


WHEN THERE 1S DARKNESS EVERYWHERE, 
AND YOU HUG CLOUDS OF DOUBT, 

| KNOW А WAY TO SEE THE LIGHT - 
JUST TURN THEM INSIDE OUT. 


Quintet 


А РОЕМ OF FIVE LINES, WHICH MAY BE WRITTEN IN ANY 
RIME OR METER PATTERN. 


Echo 


FROM ACROSS THE ROLLING PRARIE 

CONES A CALL - | HEAR THE ECHO, 

LIKE A RIPPLING MEADOW BROOKLET = 

"CHILD, RETURN, WHY DID YOU LEAVE us?" 
WHY? | ро NOT KNOW. 


Sextet 


А SIX-LINE POEM WHICH MAY BE WRITTEN IN ANY RIME SCHEME 
OR METER. 


Sur Old Jom Cat 


QUR OLD TOM CAT 

JUST SITS AND BLINKS 

SLEEPY WINKS, SLEEPY WINKS, 
| WONDER IF - 

Сон OLD TOM САТ 

EVER THINKS, EVER THINKS? 


Septet 


А SEVEN-LINE POEM WHICH MAY BE WRITTEN IN ANY RIME 


OR METER. 
How Jrue 


SOMEDAY YOU WILL RECALL 
KIND DEEDS, AND WORDS YOU MIGHT HAVE SAID 
SINCE YOU HAVE MUCH TO SHARE. 
YOU MUST NOT WAIT TILL THEY ARE DEAD 
TO BRING A BRIGHT BOUQUET, 
AS THEN THEY WILL NOT KNOW OR CARE 
3 FOR NICE THINGS THAT YOU SAY. 


— 
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Special Septet 


THERE 1S ALSO A SPECIAL FORM OF THE SEPTET, 
AND THOUGH IT HAS THE SAME NAME, THE LINES 
HAVE A DEFINITE NUMBER OF SYLLABLES. THE 
SEVEN LINES HAVE 3-5-7-9-7-5-3 SYLLABLES, 
RESPECTIVELY. 


Desire 


DEAR FATHER - 

THANK YOU FOR FLOWERS 

WE GLADLY SHARE WITH OTHERS, 
AND WE WANT TO BE AS LOVELY TOO, 
THAT WE MAY FILL THE LONG DAYS 
WITH BLOOM OF GOOD DEEDS 

AS FRAGRANT. 


Octave 


CONSISTING OF EIGHT, - HAVING EIGHT LINES, 
AS A STANZA. 


God Walks Sn A Garden" 


EACH PLANT GIVES ME A WELCOME CALL 
| SEE A FACE IN EVERY BLOOM. 
THE TREES, THE ROCKS AND FOUNTAIN CHANT 
A HYMN THAT LIFTS A HEART FROM GLOOM. 
| DRAW AWAY FROM EARTHLY THINGS, 
BECOME A PART OF MELLOW SOD. 
AND |, IN HUMBLE PRAISE, GIVE THANKS 
Because | AM SO NEAR TO GOD. 


Chain Uerse 


A FORM OF VERSE IN WHICH EACH LINE 


IS LINKED WITH THE NEXT THROUGH THE 
REPETITION AT ANY POINT WITHIN THE 


LINE, OF A WORD OR PHRASE. 


A Dream 


| SAW YOU LEAVE ME IN THE RAIN = 

A RAIN THAT BEAT MY WINDOW PANE. 

| TRIED TO PIERCE THE MIDNIGHT GLOOM - 
A GLOOM THAT FILLED MY LONELY ROOM. 
AND THEN MY HEART CRIED OUT TO YOU - 
To YOU THE ONLY LOVE | KNEW. 

| HEARD YOU ANSWER, "YES, MY DEAR" = 


My DEAR: THANK GOD, YOU STILL ARE HERE. 


Cinquain 
MEANS LITERALLY A GROUP OF FIVE. BUT THERE HAS 
BEEN ORIGINATED A DEFINITE FORM OF VERSE IN FIVE 
LINES CALLED THE CINQUAIN. ЇТ 1S UNRIMED, GEN- 
ERALLY IN IAMBIC METER, AND THE SYLLABLE ARRANGE- 
MENT ACCORDING TO LINES 15 2-1-6-8-2. THE BEST 
EXAMPLES DO NOT USE ARTICLES NOR CONNECTIVES AS 


THE TERMINAL WORD OF A LINE. 


Listen 
LISTEN, 
OUT OF THE NIGHT 
А VOICE, QUITE STRONG AND STILL, 
FELL INTO MY HEART AND | KNEW 
Gop sPOKE. 


Jwo Songs 
| HEARD 
А ROBIN SING, 
[T GAVE ME FAITH AND HOPE 
TO CARRY ON, AND THEN | SANG 
A SONG. 


Rhyme Royal 


А SEVEN-LINE POEM. IT IS COMPOSED OF IAMBIC 
PENTAMETER LINES, THE FIRST FOUR BEING АМ ORDIN- 
ARY QUATRAIN ~ THE LINES RIMING ALTERNATELY; THE 
FIFTH LINE REPEATS THE RIME OF THE FOURTH, AND 
THE LAST TWO FORM A RIMING COUPLET. 


Jhe &ld Story 


| HOLD A SECRET CLOSE WITHIN MY HEART, 

А SECRET ONLY FOR YOUR SHELL-PINK EAR; 

AND WHEN THIS LOVING THOUGHT AND | MUST PART, 
| HOPE YOU WILL BE HAPPY WHEN YOU HEAR 
THE SWEETEST STORY EVER TOLD, MY DEAR, 

THE OLD, OLD TALE, BUT IT 15 EVER NEW, 

AND NOW MY PRECIOUS, LISTEN = "| LOVE vou." 


———— 


Logolilt 


A SIX LINE STANZA THAT ADAPTS ITSELF 


SPLENDIDLY FOR SEQUENCES. IT IS 
ІАМВІС METER, RIMED. FEET ACCORDING 


TO LINES ARES 4, 2, 1, 4, 2, 1. 


Creation 


A SCULPTOR HELD A LUMP OF CLAY, 
INERT AND GRAY, 

Вот SKILL = 

BROUGHT FORTH A LOVELY, STATELY MOLD 
IN ART, BUT COLD 

AND STILL. 


GOD ALSO HELD A LUMP OF EARTH, 

AND ЗАМ NEW BIRTH, 

EACH PART 

WAS GENTLY FORMED AND THEN DISPLAYED, 
Коң HE HAD MADE 

А HEART. 


Blank Uerse 


ANY LINE PATTERN, IF UNRIMED IS BLANK 
VERSE. ЇТ IS PARTICULARLY SUITED TO 
SUBJECTS OF DIGNITY AND FORCE, WHICH 
DEMAND A FREEDOM FROM THE CONSTRAINT 
AND STRICT REGULARITY OF RIME. 


9 Walked With Holy Jhings 


| HEARD A GENTLE SGUND - 
LIKE SOFTLY FALLING LEAVES - 
| т LIFTED ME FROM OUT THE DEEP. 
AND THEN ~ | SENSED A SWEET PERFUME - 
AN ESSENCE OF SWEET HONEY-DEM. 
AND IN THIS FRIENDLY PLACE 
À TOUCH RESTORED MY FAITH, 
А CALMNESS FILLED MY SOUL. 
ТнЕ GROUND BECAME A SACRED SPOT - 


| KNOY | WALKED WITH HOLY THINGS. 


HeroicBlankUerse 


UNRIMED FIVE FOOT IAMBIC POETRY. SHAKESPEARE 
WROTE A GREAT MANY OF HIS POEMS IN HEROIC BLANK 
VERSE. 


Remembrance 
| STILL CAN HEAR THE RING OF YOUR KIND VOICE = 
LIKE SPRING THAT BURSTS UFON A TROUBLED WORLD, 
QUITE GENTLY = LIKE A TENDER, SCOTHING CALM. 
RESPONDING FROM MY SOUL TO YOURS, THERE FLOWS 
AN ANSWER. YOU WILL HEAR AND UNDERSTAND, 
| KNOW, FOR TIME NOR SPACE CAN CRUSH THE LOVE 
THAT BROUGHT TO US A SHORT REPAST OF JOY. 
THOUGH HOURS FLOW ON, THE WARMTH YET LIVES UNDIMMED 
BY DAYS THAT WIDEN INTO YEARS UNTRACED 


WITH SPEECH ... OUR HEARTS WILL HAVE NO NEED 
FOR WORDS. 


tree Uerse 


VERSE WITHOUT A METRIC PATTERN — WITH A WIDER 
PATTERN THAN METER ALLOWS. UNDER MINUTE EXAMINA 
TION, THE FREE VERSE OF THE LEADING POETS HAS A 
DEFINITE “INTELLECTUAL FRAMEWORK." HOWEVER, 

MUCH FREE VERSE LACKS THIS FRAMEWORK, AND IS SIM- 
PLY "BAD PROSE CHOPPED INTO LENGTHS." TECHNICAL- 
LY, FREE VERSE IS DISTINGUISHED FROM PROSE, BY A 
TENDENCY TOWARD A REGULAR RHYTHM, ALTHOUGH THE 
RHYTHM 1$ NOT TOO EVIDENT. 


THE FREE VERSE WRITER MAKES HIS OWN LINE-DIVI- 
SION PATTERN, AND ELIMINATES THE DEVICES OF METER 
AND ВІМЕ. 


Democracy 


DEMOCRACY YOU MEAN MUCH TO ME, 

THE PERSONAL RIGHT TO DEVELOP AND USE 

THE BLESSED PRIVILEGE OF FREEDOM OF SPEECH 

AND OF WORSHIP AS MY CONSCIOUSNESS DICTATES. 
PERMISSION TO ENJOY THE RICH BLESSINGS 

THAT HEAVEN SO BOUNTIFULLY SHOWERS. 

THE CLAIM TO COMPANIONSHIP OF GOD FEARING FOLK 
WHO GIVE FROM THEIR STORE OF FAITH 

AND HELP ME CARRY MY LOAD. 

SwEET FELLOWSHIP AS WE MINGLE HAPPILY UNMOLESTED 
UPON THE PATH OF TIME. 

ONE GREAT BROTHERHOOD, WE WALK UNAFRAID 
BENEATH THE BANNER OF TRIPLE HUE. 

NO GRINGING, NO BOWING OF KNEE 

TO MONARCH OR KING. 

DEMOCRACY YOU MEAN MUCH TO ME, 

A WISE TOLERANCE, HOPE, HAPPINESS, 

HOME, FREEDOM, PEACE, AND GOD. 


(Ім MODERN Barbs) 
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S rregular.Sn Meter 8 Rime 


CLASSIFIED AS FREE VERSE BY SOME, BUT WHERE THERE [5 
A FAIRLY DEFINITE METRICAL PATTERN, AND WHEN THERE 
ARE FEW UNRIMED LINES, IT WOULD SEEM BETTER TO HAVE 
THE CLASSIFICATION ~ tRREGULAR METER AND RIME. 


Nobility 


SMALL THINGS ARE NAUGHT TO CAUSE 
SO MUCH OF GRIEF AND FRETTING, 
ONE MUST HAVE SCARS BURNED DEEP 
BEFORE HE CAN BE GREAT 

IN FORGIVING - 

AND FORGETTING. 


A FRENGH FORM EVIDENTLY EVOLVED FROM A MEDIEVAL 
ТУРЕ OF LYRIC WHICH WAS WRITTEN IN UNSYMMETRICAL 
COUPLETS. THE EXAMPLES APPEARING UNDER THIS МАМЕ 
ARE WRITTEN IN TWO GOUPLETS, EACH FOLLOWED BY А 
SHORT LINE. THE RIME SCHEME 15 AS FOLLOWS: 
AABAAB, THE "B" LINES BEING THE ABBREVIATED ONES, 
WHICH ARE OFTEN ONLY A SINGLE WORD. 


Reception 


THE SPIDER WHISPERED TO HIS GUEST, 
"COME {М AND FIND A PLACE TO REST," 
О му: 


THE VISITOR CAME FULLY DRESSED, 
EXPECTING TO RECEIVE THE BEST, 
11 POOR FLY: 


wm. ww oss 


Jerza-Rima 


AN IAMBIC RHYTHM, USUALLY FIVE FEET TO THE 
LINE. {Т CONSISTS OF GROUPS OF THREE LINES, 
RIMED АВА; BUT THE RIMING SOUND OF THE MIDDLE 


LINE LINE, B, BECOMES THE FIRST AND THIRD 
LINES OF THE NEXT GROUP AND SO ON. ТНЕ END 
OF THE CANT OR POEM IS A COUPLET, TIEING UP 
THE ВІМЕ SOUND LEFT LOOSE AS THE CENTRAL LINE 
TERMINAL SOUND IN THE PRECEDING TRIPLET. THUS, 
THE RIME SCHEME 18: АВА; ВСВ; CDC; DED; EFE; 
FF = AND SO ON. 


Nature's Gallery 


| STAND ENTHRALLED IN NATURE'S VAULTED WALLS; 
AS SCENES UNFOLD BENEATH THE AZURE BLUE, 
AND | AM HELD IN SILENCE AS EARTH CALLS 


WITH COUNTLESS SHADES OF RAINBOW COLORED HUE, 
AND AS | GAZE | FEEL MY HUMBLE PLACE 
FoR | AM AWED BY FRAGRANT HONEY-DEW. 


AND STILL | DARE NOT TRY TO KNOW OR TRACE 
THE DEPTH OR BREADTH OF GLORIES | BEHOLD, 
AS ONLY HE WHO GIVES WITH BOUNDLESS GRACE, 


CAN FATHOM EARTH OR SKY, OR YET UNFOLD 
HIS MIGHT = FOR EARTH CONTAINS GREAT WEALTH UNTOLD. 
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Rondeau 


A FRENCH FORM, TAKING ITS NAME FROM THE WORD 
"ROUND", BECAUSE THESE POEMS WERE USED AS 
SONGS TO ACCOMPANY THE “ROUND DANCE." 

THERE ARE TwO FORMS OF THE RONDEAU NOW СЕМ- 
ERALLY ACCEPTED: THE VILLON AND VOITURE 
MODELS.  VILLON'S MODEL IS WRITTEN IN 

TWELVE LINES, SOMETIMES DIVIDED INTO TWO 
STANZAS OF SEVEN AND FIVE LINES, RESPECTIVELY, 
BUT GENERALLY IN THREE STANZAS, RIMED: ABBA; 
АВВ; АБВАВ. (R MEANS REFRAIN.) 


On Yonder Hill 


ON YONDER HILL THE TALL ELMS GROW 
SERENE AGAINST THE SKY, 
AS THEY LOOK DOWN AND WONDER WHY 
GOD'S GHILDREN RUSH AND HURRY 50, 
LIKE SHEEP THEY WANDER TO AND FRO, 
TALL ELMS LOOK DOWN AND BREATHE A SIGH 
ON YONDER HILL. 


QUITE SAD, THEY WATCH THE WILD STREAM FLOW, 
THEY HEAR THE LAUGHTER AND THE GRY 
AS HERDS GO MADLY RUSHING BY, 

Бот ELMS STAND GALMLY IN A ROW 
См YONDER HILL. 


„а 


= G. J шы ЕНУ  -— w =з к^ ца агт >e Шш 


Rondeau 


RONDEAUS ARE USUALLY WRITTEN IN IAMBIC METER 
AND THE PHRASE REPEATED AS THE REFRAIN IS 
USUALLY THE FIRST TWO FEET OF THE LINE. AND 
THE REFRAIN LINE IS NOT А RIMING LINE. 
VOITURE'S MODEL IS IN FIFTEEN LINES, RIMED 
AABBA$ AABR; AABBAR. 


My Garden Plot 


My GARDEN PLOT, YOU HAVE NO PEER, 
YOUR CALMNESS CLOSES OUT ALL FEAR, 
SWEET FACES SMILE IN HARMONY, 
| HEAR THEIR VOICES SPEAK TO NE, 
THEY WHISPER LOW, QUITE SOFT AND CLEAR, 
| FEEL THEIR PRESENCE, EVER DEAR, 
AND TASTE THE FRAGRANT HONEY-TEAR 
THAT LIFTS MY SOUL AND SETS IT FREE - 
Му GARDEN PLOT. 


THE SWEETS OF PERFUME, SOFT AND SHEER, 
EXALT WITH GLADNESS AND WAFT NEAR, 

THEY SHARE WITH BIRD, AND SHADING TREE, 

THEY MAKE THE CHILDREN LAUGH IN GLEE - 
BRIGHT PEACE PREVAILS, FOR THEY REVERE 

Му GARDEN PLOT. 
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Jriolet 


A FRENCH FORM, WRITTEN IN A SINGLE STANZA OF EIGHT 
LINES. ONLY TWO RIMES ARE USED IN THE FOLLOWING 
ARRANGEMENT: ABAAABAR. THE FIRST LINE IS REPEATED 
AS FOURTH, AND FIRST AND SECOND ARE REPEATED AS 
SEVENTH AND EIGHTH LINES. 


UJisdom 


THIS WISE OLD OWL 
JUST SITS AND ELINKS, 
A STAID OLD Fou = 
THIS WISE OLD OWL 
WITH DISMAL YOWL 

AND SLEEPY WINKS. 
THIS WISE OLD OWL 
JuST SETS AND BLINKS. 


Rondelet 


A "LITTLE RONDEL" =- ORIGINATED IN FRANCE, ÍT IS 
WRITTEN IN A SINGLE STANZA OF SEVEN LINES. SOME- 
TIMES THE REFRAIN LINES ARE ONLY HALF AS LONG AS 
THE OTHER LINES, BUT ALL LINES MAY ВЕ IN THE SAME 
METER. Two RIMES ARE: А 8 А A b É А. 


Саигу Butterfly 


GAUZY BUTTERFLY, 

You ARE LIKE A POWDER PUFF, 
GAUZY BUTTERFLY, 

You REFLECT THE WESTERN SKY,’ 
FLOATING OVER HEAD LIKE FLUFF, 
YOU WOULD MAKE A LOVELY RUFF, 
GaUZY BUTTERFLY. 


А ТУРЕ ОР. POEM IN WHICH А SINGLE CHARACTER 

IS PORTRAYED WITH WORDS. THE DESCRIPTION 
SHOULD BE VIVID, BUT MORE THAN "PHOTOGRAPHIC." 
IN OTHER WORDS, АЗ A TRUE ARTIST IN PORTRAI~ 
TURE STRIVES TO CATCH MORE THAN "EXTERNALS," 
SO SHOULD THE WRITER OF A PORTRAIT POEM. 


Portrait Poem 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Sunshine Jhrough Shadow 


LONELY - LOWLY - HEARTBREAK AND SIGHS, 
FETTERED ВУ CHAINS OF CAST AND HUE, 
DRIFTING = SEARCHING = LONGING ANEW, 

À MOTH WITH BRUISED WINGS SOARS AND FLIES 

ABOVE THE EARTH, TOUCHING THE SKIES, 
SURMOUNTING WALLS, THE VISIONS GREW 
INTO LYRIC BEAUTY PENNED BY YOU - 

AND THEN, YOU SAW THE SHADOWS RISE. 


(PoRTRAIT ог PAUL Laurence DUNBAR) 


(SELECTED BY FEDERATED WOMAN'S CLUB AS 
HONOR POEM AND PRINTED IN “THE CLUB WoMAN.") 


16 


———— ——— | AN = =e — .- е5 


Sonnet 


THERE ARE TWO RECOGNIZED FORMAL TYPES OF THE 

| SONNET: THE ITALIAN OR PETRARCHAN, AND THE 

| SHAKESPEAREAN, ОВ ENGLISH, EITHER FORM IS 
WRITTEN IN FOURTEEN LINES, IN IAMBIC РЕМТ- 

| АМЕТЕН . 


|N THE REGULAR ITALIAN FORM, THE OCTAVE 15 

| ALWAYS RIMED AGBAABBA. THE ЗЕЗТЕТ MAY HAVE 

| TWO RIMES, CDCDCD: OR THREE, AS IN THE MILTON- 
IC, CDECDE. THERE ARE MANY "IRREGULAR" ARRANGE- 
MENTS USED: ABBAACCA, FOR THE OCTAVE, AND 

| CDDCEE$ CCDDEE; AND SO ОМ FOR THE ЗЕЗТЕТ. THE 

| "MILTONIG" EXAMPLE IS THE GREATEST SONNET EVER 
WRITTEN = JOHN MILTON'S = "On Ніз Ettnpness." 


| My Loss 


AT EVENING | MUSE, WHY ро THOUGHTS CLING? 

| | THINK OF HOURS THAT OFTEN SOOTHED BEFORE, 
AND BLUSH FOR SHAME WHEN | MUST COUNT THE SCORE 

AND FIND NO CAUSE TO RAISE MY VOICE AND SING. 

№ JOY - FOR | HAVE SHIRKED AND FAILED TO BRING 
Соср DEEDS AND KIND WORDS FROM MY WELL FILLED 

STORE 

Амр | KNOW THAT | SHOULD GLADLY GIVE FAR MORE, 

| Вит | FORGOT, AND NOW | FEEL THE STING. 


| AT NIGHT | LONG FOR SOLACE AND FOR REST, 
| ÅND WISH THAT | WOULD FIND NO NEED TO PRAY 
FORGIVENESS FOR THE DAYS | STAINED WITH DROSS. 
THE TIME GOD GAVE ТО ME AND KINDLY BLEST, 
НЕ HAS SUPPLIED MUCH FOOD TO FILL MY DAY - 
THE WASTED MOMENTS | MUST COUNT MY LOSS. 
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Sonnet 


THE SHAKESPEAREAN SONNET IS WRITTEN IN THREE 


QUATRAINS AND A COUPLET, RIMED ABABCDCD; 


EFEFGG. 


Sonnet 
| SIT ALONE AT CLOSE OF DAY AND LONG 
FOR YOU AS STILLNESS FILLS THE LONELY NIGHT, 
| LISTEN FOR YOUR GENTLE, SOOTHING SONG 
THAT ALWAYS TURNED THE SHADOWS INTO LIGHT. 
THE FLAME LEAPS HIGH AND WRAPS THE ROUGH BROWN SIDE 
OF LOGS THAT LOOK AS LIFELESS AS | SEEM, 
Mv DEAR, IF YOU COULD SHARE THE EVENTIDE 
AND PUT NEW LIFE INTO MY HAZY DREAM 
ALL DOUBT AND GLOOM WOULD VANISH WERE YOU НЕВЕ, 
FOR YOU ALONE COULD EASE THE WEARY HEART 
AND LIFT ME FROM THE DEPTHS OF GLOOM AND FEAR, 
AND HELP ME UNDERSTAND WHY WE SHOULD PART, 
BUT бор KNOWS BEST, THE REST | CANNOT SEE, 


AND WHERE НЕ IS | KNOW МУ LOVE WILL ВЕ. 
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Sonnette 


AS THE NAME INDICATES, IT IS А HALF-SONNET, 
OR "LITTLE SONNET." [Т IS A MODERN FORM, 

AND 1S WRITTEN IN LAMBIG PENTAMETER, IN TWO 
STANZAS, FOUR LINES IN THE FIRST, THREE IN 
THE SECOND. THREE RIMES ARE USED, IN THE 
FOLLOWING ARRANGEMENTS. ABBA$ СОС; OR ABAB; 


CDC. 


Meditation 


QUITE SAD AND WORN, | WALKED ALONG THE WAY 
AND FOUND MUCH BEAUTY IN THE COLOR THERE. 

| FORGETFUL OF THE CROSS THAT | MUST BEAR 

| | LINGERED AND | HUMELY KNELT TO PRAY. 


| RESTED CALMLY ON THE MELLOW SOD, 


IN NATURE'S GREAT CATHEDRAL, PEACE IS NEAR, 
ЇТ CALLS FORLORN AND WEARY ONES TO бор. 


(Ім MODERN BARDS ) 


Ballade 


A FRENCH FORM, WRITTEN IN THREE STANZAS OF EIGHT 
LINES EACH, AND A HALF STANZA (FOUR LINES) CALLED 
ENVOI. THE RIME PATTERN 15 AS FOLLOWS: АВАВВСВС, 
FOR EACH OF THE THREE STANZAS, AND ВСВС FOR THE 
ENVOI. ONLY THREE RIMES ARE USED. THE ENVOI OF 
A BALADE IS USUALLY ADDRESSED TO A PATRON SAINT; 
A SOVEREIGN, OR OTHER PERSON, THOUGH THE ADDRESS 
{$ SOMETIMES NOT USED. 


Jhe UJater Nymph 


YOU FLOAT ON LILY-PAD, THEN WADE 
WHERE COOLING WATERS GENTLY STROW 
AROUND YOUR LOVELY FACE, PROTRAYED 
WHERE LEAFY SHADOWS ON TIP-TOE 
STREAM DOWN LIKE RIBBONS, TO AND FRO, 
THEN FLUTTER, PAINTING SHORT AND TALL 
GLADE DANCERS TRIPPING IN A ROM, 

LIKE CRYSTAL IN A BANQUET-HALL 2 


` 


THE STARS MAKE PATTERNS OF BROCADE, 
Мітн GOLDEN COLORS AS THEY SHOW 

Ом MIDNIGHT SKIES - ТНЕУ ARE ARRAYED 
{М CLUSTERED CIRCLES, AND THE BOW 
ARCHED GROUPS EACH GLEAM AND THROW 
THEIR RAYS IN BOLD RELIEF AND SCRAWL - 
А JEWELED BROACH WITH LIGHTS THAT FLOW 
LIKE CRYSTAL IN A BANQUET-HALL. 


YOU TAKE THE FLAMES THAT ARE DISPLAYED 

AND МАТСН THE BRIGHT GLEAMS AS THEY GROW 

INTO A SEGRET WALLED ARCADE, 

AND WOOD-SPRITES NEVER FAIL TO KNOW 

THAT THEY €AN COME AND THEY САМ GO, -i 
AND HAVE NO NEED OF FEAR AT ALL; 

BECAUSE THE SENTRY FIRE-FLIES GLOW i 
LIKE CRYSTAL IN А BANQUET-HALL. 
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Rondel 


AN OLDER FRENCH FORM THAN THE RONDEAU, AND 1S 
GENERALLY WRITTEN IN FOURTEEN LINES, DIVIDED 
IN THREE STANZAS. THE FIRST AND SECOND LINES 
ARE REPEATED AS THE SEVENTH AND EIGHTH AND 

AGAIN AS THE THIRTEENTH AND FOURTEENTH. THIS 
LAST LINE MAY BE OMITTED. ONLY TWO RIMES ARE 
USED, IN THE FOLLOWING ARRANGEMENTS: ABBA; 

АБАВ; ABBADA; OR АВАВ; BAAB; АВВААВ. (SOME- 
TIMES THE LINES ARE DIVIDED IN AN OCTAVE AND 


SEXTET, AS IN THE SONNET.) 


King Of Jhe Air 


THE EAGLE ROSE ім GRACEFUL FLIGHT 
AND TOUCHED THE MOUNTAIN'S TALLEST PEAK, 
HE HAD NO FEAR OF HEIGHT OR BLEAK 

AND SILENT WHISPERS OF THE NIGHT. 


WITH NEVER FAILING PIERCING SIGHT, 

WITH GLOSSY FEATHERS, SMOOTH AND SLEEK -~ 
THE EAGLE ROSE IN GRACEFUL FLIGHT 

AND TOUCHED THE MOUNTAIN'S TALLEST PEAK. 


THE GREAT BIRD FLOATED LIKE A KITE, 
WITH WIDE SPREAD WINGS, AND AWFUL SHRIEK 
AS HE SWOOPED DOWN, GRASPED PREY |М BEAK 
THEN GENTLY SWAYING IN HIS MIGHT, 
THE EAGLE ROSE IN GRACEFUL FLIGHT. 


Rispetto 


AN OLD ITALIAN FORM GENERALLY WRITTEN IN TWO 


QUATRAIN STANZAS, RIMING RESPECTIVELY, ABAB AND 


CCDD. SOMETIMES THE FIRST STANZA 1S RIMED 
АВСВ. АЗ А RULE, THE FIRST STANZA IS USED IN 
MUCH THE SAME MANNER AS IS THE OCTAVE OF А 
SONNET - TO EXPRESS AN IDEA AND THE SECOND 
STANZA TO GIVE THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE IDEA AND 


THE CLIMAX. 


JheBigot 


HE HIDES HIMSELF AWAY FROM ALL 

THE WHIRL OF SOUND AND STRESS OF LIFE, 
WHERE HE MIGHT HEAR THE GENTLE CALL 
OF ONE WHO EASES PAIN AND STRIFE. 


BUT STILL HE HEEDS THE RAMBLE'S ROAR 
THAT RUSHES BY HIS CABIN DOOR, 

FOR HE HAS NEVER LEARNED TO TROD 

THE PATH THAT LEADS TO PEACE AND GOD. 


Jrizad 


. THIS 15 WRITTEN IN THREE TRIPLET STANZAS, EACH 


STANZA HAVING THE FOLLOWING METRICAL ARRANGE- 


MENT: FIRST LINE, THREE SYLLABLES; SECOND 
LINE, TWO IAMBIC FT., THIRD LINE, THREE IAMBIC 
FT. THE RIME SCHEME MAY BE ААВ$ ААБз AAB: ОВ 


ААВ; 0083 DDD. 


Analogy 


SUMMER GROWS 
А SHELL~PiNK ROSE 
WITH PETALS LIKE YOUR LIPS. 


SUNLIT SKIES 
ARE LIKE YOUR EYES, 
WITH LIGHTS THAT GUIDE LONE SHIPS. 


But, WHO KNEW 
CoD GAVE TO YOU 
SuCH FLUFFY FINGER TIPS? 


Home 


DAY tS DONE, 
THE GOLDEN SUN 
|3 SINKING {М THE WEST. 


CALM AND SWEET 
1$ MY RETREAT = 
THE PLACE IS SURELY BLEST. 


Gob is NEAR, 
| HAVE NO FEAR 
WHEN | LiE DOWN TO REST. 


Sea Gulls 


SAFELY 

SHELTERED IN THEIR COZY ROCKY LEE-HOME, 

VOICES 

CALL TO MATES THAT DARE THE CRESTED SEA FOAM. 
SLOWLY 

RISING WINGS SPREAD - THE BIRDS SHRILL ANSWERED CALL 
ROLLS IN, 

MATCHING THE BILLOWS AS THEY RISE AND FALL, 

THEN FROM 

BLACK CLOUDS THERE COMES THE AWFUL THUNDER'S .ROAR, 
DROWNING 

ECHOES FROM SURF THAT WILDLY BEATS THE SHORE. 

THEY WAIT 

KNOWING THE POWER OF PINION AND BREAST. 

DAWN BREAKS, 

STORM CLOUDS VANISH - NIGHT BIRDS FLY HOME TO REST. 


Rippley 


|Т CONSISTS CF TWELVE LINES; THE THIRD AND SIXTH 
LINES RIME, THE NINTH AND TWELFTH LINES RIME. IT 
MUST BE WRITTEN IN IAMBIC METER, AND THE NUMBER OF 
FEET ACCORDING TO LINES AS FOLLOWS: 112 112 112 
112. (ORIGINATED BY THE AUTHOR - LILLIAN BECK) 


Jairy Stripes 
THE зим, 

THE MOON, 

AND LOVELY STARS, 
ALL SHINE 

Ім TURN 

AND PEEK THROUGH BARS. 
THEY WEAVE 

BRIGHT STRIPES 

ON MY PINK SPREAD - 
| TRY 

Вот CAN'T 


HOLD ONE GOLD THREAD. 24 


Ballad 


THE ORIGINAL MEANING OF THE WORD "PALLAD" WAS 
“DANCING SONG." {TS PRESENT USAGE IN CONNECTION 
WITH VERSE REFERS TO А POEM, EPIC, OR ROMANTIC 

IN NATURE, AND USUALLY WRITTEN IN FOUR-LINE 
STANZAS, WHICH RIME ABCB. THE NUMBER OF LINES IN 
A STANZA, AND ALSO THE METER ARE SUBJECT TO VARIA- 
TION, BUT GENERALLY IAMBIC METER PREVAILS. 


Ballad Jo_A Cheerful Giver 


HER DAYS WERE FILLED WITH WANT AND WOE, 
SHE KNEW THE STING OF GRIPPING PAIN, 
НЕҢ LIFE WAS ONE OF SELFLESS LOVE, 
HER SKIES WERE MOSTLY CLOUDS AND RAIN. 


SHE ALWAYS GAVE FROM MEAGER STORE 

OF WORDLY THINGS - WITHOUT A SIGH, 
AND STILL | EVER FELT ENRICHED 

WHEN | STOPPED IN WHILE PASSING BY. 


THE LITTLE SHAGK LEANED TO ONE SIDE, 

THE WINDOWS WERE ALL CRACKED AND DIM, 
But wHEN | STEPPED IN FOR A CHAT 

HER FACE WOULD SHOW THE GRACE OF HIM - 


WHO REIGNED SUPREME WITHIN HER HEART 
AND THEN THE ROOM BECAME А SHRINE, 

THE WINDOWS GLEAMED, THE SHADOWS FLED, 
BRIGHT PEACE CAME TO THIS SOUL OF MINE. 


SHE MADE ME KNOW THE EASE FROM STRIFE, 

THE KINDNESS THIS DARK WORLD MUST NEED, 
HER BALM WAS ONE GOLD COULD NOT BUY - 

THE COMFORT OF А LOVING CREED. 
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Эае 


ORIGINALLY THE ODE МАЗ А SHORT РОЕМ, INTENDED 

TO BE SET TO MUSIC AND SUNG, THE WORD "ODE" 
CAME TO BE USED RATHER LOOSELY, JUST AS THE WORD 
"SONNET." HOWEVER, THE PINDARIC ODE, NAMED FOR 
PINDAR, THE GREEK POET, IS WRITTEN IN A DEFINITE 
FORM AND IS CHARACTERIZED BY DIGNITY AND NOBLE 
SENTIMENT. THE STANZAS HAVE TEN LINES, WRITTEN 

IN IAMBIC FEET. THE FEET AND RIME SCHEME IS AS | 
FOLLOWS. (TEN LINES.) 


mm © © o تن ددهت‎ >p > 
' 
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Ode Jo A Friend 


DEAR FRIEND, 
BECAUSE YOU LEND 
SUCH CHARM AND GRACE, 
AND SMILES THAT LIGHT YOUR FACE, 

THE GLOWING MOON, 

NOR GLEAMING RAYS AT NOON, 

CAN DIM YOUR LOVELY EYES - 

THAT MATCH THE BLUE OF AZURE SKIES, 
SO THAT IS WHY, DEAR ONE, 
YOU WARM OUR HEARTS LIKE GOLDEN SUMMER SUN. 
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Light Uerse 


CAN ALSO BE DESCRIBED AS "VERS DE SOCIETE," 
CLEVER, SOPHISTICATED, AND SO ON. THIS TYPE 

OF VERSE [5 USUALLY WRITTEN IN LIGHTER VEIN, 
OFTEN IN A SATIRIC MOOD, AND USUALLY IN А 
CONVERSATIONAL MANNER. THE WORDING MAY ВЕ 
IDIOMATIC ~ TO THE EXTENT OF USING POLITE 
SLANG. GENERALLY, THIS TYPE IS WRITTEN IN 
METRICAL FORMS, SHORT LINES, AND FULLY RIMED, 
BuT GOOD EXAMPLES ARE ALSO FOUND IN FREE VERSE. 


Засе Jo Jace 


|F | WERE YOU AND YOU WERE МЕ 

AND | COULD VIEW JUST WHAT YOU SEE, 

|Е | COULD HEAR ME WITH YOUR EARS, 

| MIGHT BE FORCED TO SHED SOME TEARS. 
FOR THEN | WOULD BEGIN TO KNOW 

How | HAD LET MY OWN SELF GROW, 

AND | MIGHT FIND MUCH FOOD FOR THOUGHT 
WHEN | BEHELD THIS HULK | WROUGHT. 

So | Guess І HAD BEST NOT SEE 

WITH OTHER EYES THAT LOOK AT ME. 


Sngenious 


YOUR CHANGING MOODS - 

АВЕ AS TRICKY AS THE SPIDERS ВІТ OF LACE 
THAT GLISTENS IN THE SUNSHINE. 

| CLIMB INTO THIS WOVEN PATTERN - 

THEN | LEARN TOO LATE 

| AM THE FLY. 


А CREED THAT ONLY GOD САМ BLESS, 

A LOVE THAT HELPS ONE RIGHT A WRONG, 
A PATIENCE AND A HELPFUL BOOST, 

A PRAYER THAT BURSTS INTO A SONG. 


A THANKFUL HEART FOR ALL ONE HAS, 

А COURAGE ON THE ROUGH-HEWN ROAD, 
А SIMPLE TRUST IN MAN AND GOD, 

А WILLING HEART TO SHARE THE LOAD. 


А SMILE FOR ONE WHO NEEDS A FRIEND, 
А LITTLE BIT OF PRAISE AND CHEER, 
А WILL TO CHOKE THE THORNY TONGUE 
AND CYNICS' SCORNFUL, BITING SNEER. 


SHE OFTEN SAID, WITH SMILING EYES, 
"A MAN MUST SEEK A HIGHER GOAL, 

OR ELSE HE CANNOT REAGH THE HEIGHTS 
THAT GOD INTENDED FOR HIS SOUL." 


AND ONCE SHE SPOKE - (| BLUSH FOR SHAME) - 
"THERE 1$ MUCH WORK FOR YOU TO DO, 

Mv DEAR, FCR EVERY KINDNESS DONE 
THERE IS A SHARE THAT FALLS ON YOU," 


"THE VERY MOMENT THAT YOU TRY 
To BRUSH THE COBWEBS FROM YOUR MIND 
YOU THEN WILL JUST BEGIN TO GLIMPSE 
THE MANY WONDERS YOU WILL FIND.” 


{ ALWAYS THOUGHT THAT SHE WAS POOR, 
AND WONDERED WHY SHE CARED TO LIVE, 

But now | KNOW THAT SHE WAS RICH - 
BECAUSE SHE HAD SQ MUCH TO GIVE. 
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Í yric 


a 


CRIGINALLY A LYRIC WAS UNDERSTOOD TO BE А РОЕМ 
SUITABLE TO BE PLACED TO MUSIC AND SUNG TO THE 
ACCOMPANIMENT OF A LYRE. NOWADAYS, ANY METRICAL 
POEM THAT HAS А LELTING QUALITY IS CALLED A LYRIC, 
THOUGH A TRUE LYRIC SHOULD BE CONCERNED MORE WITH 
AN EXPRESSION OF FEELING THAN WITH OUTWARD EVENTS. 
JOHN RICHARD MORELAND, IN HIS POEM, “THE LYRIC," 
EXPRESSED THE REQUISITES OF A LYRIC APTLY? 

"A LYRIC MUST 


HAVE HEART AND VOICE 
AND WINGS! = " 


Secrets 


CouLD | BUT READ YOUR HEART, 
AND KNOW THAT WHICH YOU HOLD 

QUITE CLOSE WITHIN ITS WALLS - 
SwEET SECRETS NEVER TOLD. 


COULD | BUT PIERCE THE MASK, 
AND SEE BENEATH THE TRUE 
AND MODEST MAIDEN WAYS 
THAT HIDE THE REALLY YOU. 


Ані wHEN | SEE YOU SMILE, 
Оң HEAR YOUR GENTLE SIGHS, 
| HAVE NO NEED FOR WORDS - 


5 You TELL МЕ WITH YOUR EYES. 


Uillanelle 


A FRENCH FORM WRITTEN IN NINETEEN LINES, CONSIS- 
TING OF FIVE TRIPLETS FOLLOWED BY A QUATRAIN. THE 
OPENING LINE IS USED AS A REFRAIN, AND IS REPEATED 
AS THE THIRD LINE OF THE SECOND AND FOURTH STANZAS, 
AND AS THE FINAL LINE OF THE POEM. ТНЕ THIRD LINE 
OF THE FIRST STANZA ALSO IS A REFRAIN LINE, AND 1$ 
REPEATED AS THE LAST LINE OF THE THIRD AND FIFTH 
STANZAS, AND AS THE THIRD LINE Of THE QUATRAIN 
STANZA. ONLY TWO RIMES ARE USED, IN THE FOLLOWING 
ARRANGEMENT: АВА ABA; ABA; АВА; АВА: АВАА. 


Solace 


GOODNIGHT, MY DEAR, 
DULL SHADOWS FALL, 
THE STARS APPEAR. 


IN NOTES QUITE CLEAR, 
Doves COO AND DRAWL 
GOODNIGHT, MY DEAR. 


REST WITHOUT FEAR, 
CALM OVER ALL, 3 
THE STARS APPEAR. 


DARK SHADOWS LEAR 
NEED NOT APALL, 
COODNIGHT, MY DEAR. 


WHEN SLEEP DRAWS NEAR 
LET DREAMS RECALL 
THAT STARS APPEAR. 


KNCW YOU ARE HERE 

IN GOD'S ENTHRALL , 

GOODNIGHT, MY DEAR, 

THE STARS APPEAR. 30 


